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‘ A Midsummer-Night’s Dream ’ was fu-st printed in 
1600. In tljat year there aj)pcared two editions of tlie 
])layj — the one published by Tljomas Fisher, a book- 
seller ; tlic other by James Roberts, a printer. The dif- 
feienees between these two editions are very sli^^dit. It is 
perfectly clear that the ori^dnal of these editions, which- 
ever it might be, was ininted from a genuine copy, and 
carefully superintended through the press. The play 
was not reprinted after 1600, till it was collected into 
the folio of 1623 ; and the text in that edition diflers in 
few instances, and those very slight ones, from that of 
the preceding (piartos. 

Malone has assigned the composition of ^ A Midsum- 
mer-Night's Dream’ to the year 1591. We are not 
disposed to dissent from this; but we entirely object to 
tlic reasons upon which Malone attempts to show that it 
was one of our author’s “ earliest attempts in comedy.” 
It appears to us a misapplication of the received mean- 
ing of words, to talk of “ the warmth of a youthful 
and lively imagination ” with reference to ‘A Midsum- 
mer-Night's Dream ’ and the Shaks|)ere of thirty. Of 
all the dramas of Shaksi)ere there is none more entirely 
harmonious than ‘A Midsummer-Night's Dream.’ All 
the incidents, all the characters, are in perfect subordi- 
nation to the will of the poet. Throughout the whole 
piece,” says Malone, the more exalted characters are 
subservient to the interests of those beneath them.” Pre- 
cisely so. An unpractised author — one who had not 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


‘‘ a youthful and lively imagination ” under perfect 
control — when he had got hold of the Theseus and 
Hippolyla of tlie heroic ages, would have made them 
ulti-a-heruical. They would have commanded events, 
instead of moving with the suj)ematural influence 
around them in harmony and proportion. An immature 
poet, again, if the marvellous creation of Oberon and 
Titania and Puck could have entered into such a mind, 
would have lubomed to make the }X)wer of the fairies 
irroduce some strange and striking events. But the ex- 
quisite beauty of Shakspere s conception is, tliat, under 
the supernatural influence, “ the human mortals ” move 
precisely according to their respective natm-es and lia- 
bits. Demetrius and Lysander are impatient and re- 
vengeful ; — Helena is dignilied and aflectionate, with a 
spice of female error ; — Hermia is somewhat vain and 
slirewish. And then Bottom ! Who but the most skil- 
ful artist could have given us such a character ? Of 
liim Malone says, “ Shakspere would naturally copy 
those manners first with which he was fii-st acquainted. 
The ambition of a theatrical candidate for applause he 
has happily ridiculed in Bottom the weaver.” A thea- 
trical candidate for applause ! Why, Bottom the weaver 
is the representative of the whole human race. His con- 
fidence in his own power is equally profound, whether 
he exclaims, “ Let me play the lion too or whether 
he sings aloue, that they sliall hear I am not afraid 
or whether, conscious that he is surrounded with spirits, 
ho cries out, with his voice of authority, Where ’a 
Peas-blossom?” In every situation Bottom is the same, 
—the same personification of that self-love which the 
simple cannot conceal, and the wdse can with difficulty 
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■uppress. Lastly, in tlie whole rhythmical structure of 
the versification, tlie poet has put forth all his strength. 
We venture to offer an opinion that, if any single compo- 
sition were required to exhibit the power of the English 
language for purjwses of poetry, that composition would 
be the * Midsummer-Night’s Dream.’ This wonderful 
model, wliicb, at the time it apj)eared, must have been 
the commencement of a great jx)etical revolution, — and 
which has never ceased to influence our higher poetry 
from Fletcher to Shelley, — was, according to Malone, tlie 
work of ‘‘ tlie genius of Shaksj)ere, even in its 7nmority'" 

“ This is the silliest stuff" that ever I heard,” says 
Hippolyla, when Wall has “ discharged” his part. The 
answer of Theseus is full of instruction : — “ The best in 
this kind are but shadows ; and the worst are no worse if 
imagination amend them.” It was in this humble spi- 
rit tliat tlie great poet judged of his own matchless per- 
formances. He felt the utter inadequacy of his art, 
and indeed of any art, to produce its due eflect upon the 
mind, unless the imagination, to which it addressed 
itself, was ready to convert the shadows wliich it pre- 
sented into living forms of truth and beauty. I am 
convinced,” says Coleridge, “ that Shakspere availed 
himself of the title of this play in his own mind, and 
worked upon it as a dream throughout” The poet says 
so, in express words 

“ If we thadows have offended, 

'fhink but this (and all is mended), 

That you have but slumber’d here, 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle tlieme, 

No more yielding but a dream, 

Gentles, do not reprehend.** 
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But to understand tills dreain—to have all its gay, and 
soft, and harmonious colours impressed upon the vision 
— to bear all the golden cadences of i(s jicesy — to feel 
the pcifect congrulty of all its parts, and thus to receive 
it as a truth — we must not suppose that it will enter the 
mind amidst the lethargic slumbers of the imagination. 
We must receive it — 

" As yontlrful poets dream 
On summer eves by haunted stream.’’ 

To ofler an analysis of this subtle and etlicrcal drama 
would, we believe, be as unsatisfactory as the attempt to 
associate it with the realities of the stage. With scarcely 
an exception, the proper understanding of the other plays 
of Shakspere may l)e assisted by connecting the ayijm- 
rently separate parts of the action, and by developing 
and reconciling wliat seems obscure and anomalous in 
tlie features of the characters. But to follow out llie 
caprices and illusions of the loves of Demetrius and 
Lysander, — of Helena and Hermia ; — to reduce to ])ro- 
sale description the consequence of the jealousies of 
Oberon and Titania; — to trace the Fairy Queen under 

• the most fantastic of deceptions, where grace and vul- 
garity blend together like tlie Cupids and Chimeras of 
RapliaeVs Aral)e8ques and, finally, to go along with 
the scene till the illusions disappear — till tlie lovers are 
happy, and sweet bully Bottom ” is reduced to an ass 
of human dimensions ; — such an attempt as this would 
be worse even than imreverential criticism, No, — the 

* Midsummer-Night’s Dream ' must be left to its own 
iniluences. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Theseus, Duh^. of Alliens. 

Appears^ Act I. 8C. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

EGEUS,/«/Zu:r to Hermia. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Lysanuer, in love icith Ilcrniia. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act 11. sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2 , 
Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Demetrius, in love icith IIiTniia. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2. 
Act IV. 8C, 1. Act V. 8C. 1. 

PiliLO.STRATE, master of tlic revels to Theseus. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Quixce, the carpenter. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act 111. sc. 1. Act lY. sc. 2. 
Snug, the joiner. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 2. 
Bottom, the icearcr. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. so. 1 ; .sc. 2. 

Flute, the licVows-mendcr. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 2. 

Snout, the tinker. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 2. 
Starveling, the Udlor, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 2. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Tlieseus. 

AppearSi Act I. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 

Hermia, daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysandor. 
Appears^ Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 8. Act III. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1. 
Act V. 8C. 1. 

Helena, in love with Demetrius. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sc. 2; sc. 3. Act III, sc. 3. 
Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. BC. 1. 

Oberon, Ia 7 ig of the fairies . 

Appeal's, Act II. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act HI. sc. 2. Act IV. sc. 1. 
Act V. sc. 2. 

Titania, quecM of the fairies. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 2; sc. 3 Act III. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 
Act V. sc. 2. 

Puck, or Robin Goodfellow, a fairy. 

Appears, Act II. so. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act HI. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 
Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 2. 

Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustard-seed, 
fairies. 

Appear, Act HI. sc. 1. Act IV. sc. 1. 

Pyramus, Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, Lion, characters 
in the Interlude performed by the Clowns. 

Appear, Act V. sc. 1. 

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 


SCENE— Athens, and a Wood near. 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


ACT L 

SCENE I. — Athens. A Hoorn in the Palace of 
Theseus. 

Enter TufisEus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, and' 
Attendants. 

The. Now, fair Hipplyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 

Like to a step«dame, or a dowager, 

Long withering out a young man’s revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves in 
nights ; 

Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 

And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Pliilostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 

Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 

Turn melancholy forth to funerals, 

The pale companion is not for our pom[). [Exit Phil. 
Hippolyta, I woo'd tliee with my sword, 

And won thy love, doing thee injuries j 
But I will wed tljee in another key, 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling 
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Enter Egeus, IIermia, Lysandeu, and Demetrius. 

E^€. Ilajjpy be Theseus, our renowned duke !* 

The, ThmiKs, gtK)d Egeus: VVliat s Ilje nevrs with 
thee ? 

Egc, Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my cliild, my daughter Hermia. 

Stand forth, Demetrius : My noble lord, 

This man hath my consent to marry her. — 

Stand forth, Lysiuuler : — and, my gracious duke, 

Tliis man bath bewitch’d the bosom of my child *. 

Thou, tlion, Lysandcr, thou hast given lier rhymes, 

And interchang’d love-tokciis with my child ; 

Thou liast by moonlight at her window sung, 

Witli feigning voice, verses of feigning love j 
And stol'n the impression of her fantasy 
Witli liracclots of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trilles, nosegays, sweetmeats ; mcsscngeis 
f)f strong provailmont in imharden'd youlli : 

With cunning hast thou filcli’d my daughter’s heart; 
Turn’d her obedience, wliich is due to me, 

To stubborn harshness : — And, my gracious duke, 

Be it so she will not liere before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 

As she is mine, 1 may dispose of her : 

Wliich shall be either to this gentleman, 

Or to her death ; according to our law, 

Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Ilermia? Be advis’d, Ihir maid ; 
To you your father should be as a god ; 

One that compos’d your beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 

By him imprinted, and within his jiower 

• Tlu* word dulie was a corrmdion of the Latin diiXy which 
was indiscriminately applied to any military chii-l. Ch.mcer 
has dvke Theseus,— Gower, duke Spartacus,—Sv>ny hurst, duke 
£aoa£. The word is also so used in our traushitiou of the Bible. 
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To leave tlie figure, or disfigure it. 

Demetrius is a wortiiy gentleman. 

Hei\ So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is : 

Butj in tills kind, wanting your father's voic^ 

The other mast be held the worthier. 

Her. I would my fatlier look’d but with my eyes. 
The. Rather your eyes must with his judgment look. 
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold, 

Nor how it may concerii my modesty, 

In such a presence here, to plead my thoughts ; 

But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may liefall me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Kitlier to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Ilermia, question your desires, 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not to your father’s clioice, 

You can endure the livery of a mni; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d. 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to tlie cold fruitless moon. 

Thrice blessed they that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthly happier* is tlie rose dlstill'd, 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 

Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 

Fire I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship,^ whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty,® 

® Earthly Aappfer— more happy in im earthly sense. 

^ Lordshp — aiithorily. 

• This is one of those elliptical expressions which frequently 
occur in our poet : to must be understood after siwcrcignty. 
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The, Take time to pause ; and, by the next new moon, 
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 

For everlasting bond of fellowshir^) 

Upon that day either prepare to die, 

For disobedience to your father’s will; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 

Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 

For aye, austerity and single life. 

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia : — And, Lysander, yieU 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lys. You liave her fatlier’s love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hemiia’s ; do you marry him. 

Bge. Scornful Lysander ! tine, he hath my love; 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 

And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate imto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As well possess’d ; my love is more than his ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d. 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’ ; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia 
Why should not I then prosecute my right ? 

Demetrius, I ’ll avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Upon this spotted* and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess that I have heard so much, 

And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 

But, being over-full of self-affairs, 

My mind did lose it.— But, Demetrius, come 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for you both. 

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will ; 

* Spotted—etsSned, impure ; the opposite of tpoUm, 
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Or else the law of Athens yields you up 
(Wliich by no means we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. 

Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love ? 
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along ; 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege, With duty and desire, we follow you. 

[Exeunt Thes., Hip., Ege., Dem., and tain* 
Lys. How now, my love? Why is your cheek so 
pale? 

How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Eer. Belike for want of rain ; which I could well 
Beteem* tliem from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read. 

Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was different in blood ; — 

Eer. 0 cross ! txx) high to be enthrall’d to low ! 

Lys. Or else misgraffed, in respect of years 
Eer. 0 spite ! too old to be engag’d to young ! 

Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends 
Eer, 0 hell ! to choose love by another’s eye ! 

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it j 
Making it momentary as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream, 

Brief as the lightning in the collied^ night, 

That, in a spleen,® unfolds both heaven and eartli. 

And ere a man hath }X)Wer to say, — Behold ! 

The jaws of darkness do devour it up ; 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Eer, If tlien true lovers have been ever cross’d, 

■ Betem—ipowi forth. •* Collied^XAack, smutted, 

* a spleen — in a sudden (It of passion or caprice. 



H iL MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. fAcx I. 

It stands as an edict in destiny : 

Then let us teach our trial jmtience, 

Because it is a customary cross ; 

As due to love, as tlioughls, and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers.*^ 

Lys. A good j^ersuasion ; tlierefore, hear me, Hermla. 
I liave a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hatli no cliild ; 

From Athens is her liouse remov’d seven leagues; 

And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee *, 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov’st me tlien, 

Steal forth tJiy father’s house to-morrow night ; 

And in the wood, a league without the town, 

Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 

To do observance to a mom of May, 

There will X stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysander 1 

I swear to thee by Cupid's strongest bow ; 

By his host arrow with the golden head ; 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which knittetli souls, and jirospcrs loves; 

And hy ttiat fire which bum’d the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen 
By all the vows tliat ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women sjxike ; 

In tliat same jilace thou liast apjxiinted me, 

To-morrow truly will I meet with tliee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love : Look, hero comes Helena. 

E7itcr Helena, 

Her. God speed fa’r Helena ! Whither away ? 

Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 

• Fancy's fiMowcri-^Shvs followers of Love. 
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Demetrius loves your fair O happy fair ! 

Your eyes are load-stars;'* and your tongue's sweet air 
More tunable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 

When wheat is green, when hawtliom buds apjx^’ar. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favour* so, 

(Your words I catch, fair Ilermia, ere I go, 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody. 
Were the world •mine, Demetrius being bated. 

The rest 1 11 give to be to you translated. 

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 
liar. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 
llel. O, that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill ! 

Her, I give him curses, yet ho gives me love. 
lleL (.), that my iwaycrs could such afloction move ! 
Her. The more I liale, the more helbllo'vvs me. 

JIcl. Tlie more 1 love, the more lie hatctli mo. 

}lei\ Ills folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

JIcl None. But your beauty ; would that fault w^ere 
mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; be no more shall see my 
face; 

Lysander and myself will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Lysander see, 

Seem’d Athens like a paradise to me : 

O tlien, what graces in my love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell ! 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 

■ Fair — iiaed as a aubstantive for beauty. 

The Imd-star is the north star, by which jwilors steered their 
course in the early days of navigation. 

« Favour — features, ap^ioarnnce, outward qualities. 

^ It is in the repetition of the word fair that Helena catches 
the words of Hormia ; but slio would also catch her voice, her 
iatouution. and her expression, as well us her words. 

VOL. 11, B 



IS 


A MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS DREAM. [Act L 


Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass, 

Decking witli liquid jKJarl the bladed grass, 
rA time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,) 

Through Atliens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 

Her. And in tlie wood, where often you and I ' 
Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie. 

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet. 

There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 

And tlience, from Athens, turn away our eyes. 

To seek new friends and stranger companies.** 

Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midnight. [^Ex. Her. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — Helena, adieu : 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [^Exit Lvs 
Uel. How happy some o’er other some can be ! 
Through Athens I am tliought as fair as she. 

But what of that ? Demetrius tliinks not so ; 

He will not know what all but he do know. 

And as he. errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes. 

So I, admiring of his qualities. 

Things base and vild,'^ holding no quantity, 

Love can transj)Ose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with tlie mind ; 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid minted blind. 

Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste; 

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear. 

So the Iwy love is peijur’d everywhere : 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne. 

He hail’d down oatlis, that he was only mine ; 

• Companies for companions has an example in ‘ Henry V. ;* — 
“ His companies unletter’d, rude, und shallow,** 
k ri7d-vile. 
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And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia s flight : 

Tlien to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expense 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither and back again. {Exit, 

SCENE II . — The same. A Room in a Cottage. 

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flote, Snout, Quince, and 
Starveling. 

Quin. Is all our company here ? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man by 
man, according to the scrip.'^ 

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man's name, which 
is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our inter- 
lude before tlie duke and the duchess, on his wedding- 
day at night. 

Bot First, good Peter Quince, say what the jday 
treats on ; then read the names of the actors ; and so 
grow on to a point 

Qum. Marry, our play is — The most lamentable 
comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramiis and Thisby. 

Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a 
merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call Ibrth your actors 
by the scroll : Masters, spread yourselves. 

Quin. Answer, as I call you. — Nick Bottom, the 
weaver. 

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and pro- 
ceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus. 

Bot What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant? 

Quin. A lover, ^at kills himself most gallantly for 
lore. 


Serf))— script— a written paper. 
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Bot, That will ask some tears in the true performing 
of it : If I do it, let the audience look to their eyes ; I 
will move storms, I will condole in some measure. To 
the rest : — Yet my chief humour is for a tyrant : I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a jkart to tear a cat in, to make 
all split. 

‘‘ The raging rocks, 

And sliivering shocks, 

Shall break the locks 
Of prison-gates j 
And Pliibbus’ car 
Shall shine from far, 

And make and mar 
The foolish fates.” 

T1jI« was lofty ! — Now name tiie rest of the players. — 
This is Ercles’ vein,’' a tyrant's vein; a lover is mure 
condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

I'lu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You must fake Tliishy on you. 

Flu. What is Thishy? a wandering knight ? 

Quin. It is tlie lady that Pyrarnus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman ; I have 
a beard coming. 

Quin. That ’s all one ; you shall play it in a mask,'' 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thishy 
too : I ’ll sjjeak in a monstrous little voice Thisno, 
Thisne, — Ah, Pyrarnus, my lover dear ; thy Tliisby 
dear ! and lady dear !” 

Qum. No, no, you must play Pyrarnus j and, Flute, 
you, Thisby. 

* Ercles — Ilorcides — was one of tlie roaring heroes of tlie rude 
drama wluch preceded Sliaksperc, 

•» In Sliakspeie's time the parts of women were personated by 
men and boys. 'Hie ubjection of Flute, that ht* had ** u ucard 
coming,” was doubtless a common objection; and the remedy 
was equally common— “ You shall ]'lay it iu a mask.” 
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Bot Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, tlie tailor. 

Star. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Tliisby'i 
mother.- — ^Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You, Py ramus s father ; myself, Thisby’s 
fatlier ; Snug, the joiner, you, the lion’s put : — and, 1 
liope, here is a play fitted. 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written? pray you, 
if it be, give it me, fur I am slow of study. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I 
will do any man’s heart good to hear me ; I will roar, 
that I will make the duke say, Let him roar again, 
let him roar again.” 

Quin. An you should do It too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, tliat they would 
shriek ; and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us, every mother’s son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my 
voice so, that. I will roar you as gently as any sucking 
dove ; I will roar you an ’t were any niglitingale. 

Quin. You can play no ]iart but Pyrumus : for 
Pyramus is a swcet-iaced man ; a proj^er man tis one 
shall see in a summer’s day; a most lovely, gentleman- 
like man; therefore you must needs yday Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake It. What beard were I 
best to play it in? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will discliarge it in eltlier your straw-colonr 
iKJard, your orange-tawny beard, your jjurjde- in-grain 
beard, or your French-crown-coloured b^d, your per- 
fect yellow. 
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Qum. Some of your French crowns have no hair at 
all, and then you will play bare-faced. — But, masters, 
here are your parts : and I am to entreat you, request 
you, and desire yon, to con them by to-morrow night ; 
and meet me in tlie palace wood, a mile without the 
town, by moonlight ; there we will rehearse : for if we 
meet in tl»e city we sliall he dogg’d with company, and 
our devices known. In the mean lime I will draw a 
bill of properties ^ such as our ])lay wants. I pray you 
fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet; and there we may rehearse 
more obscenely and courageously. Take pains ; be per- 
fect ; adieu. 

Qtim. At the duke‘’s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough. Hold, or cut bow-strings.^ [Exeunt. 

^ Properties, llie person who has charge of the wooden 
swords, and pasteboard shields, and other trumpery required 
for the business of the stage, is still called the property-man. 

^ A proverbial exi>ression derived from the days of archery : 

When a party was raad<i at butts, assurance of meeting was 
given in the words of that phrase.'* 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. — A Wood near Atliens. 

Enter a Fairy on one side, and Puck mi the other. 

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 

Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander everywhere, 

Swifter Ilian the moon’s sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs ^ upon tlie green : 

The cowslijjs tall her pensioners ^ he ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours. 

In tliose freckles live their savours : 

I must go seek some dew-drops here, 

And liang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 

Farewell, thou lob ® of spirits, I ’ll be gone ; 

Our queen and all her dves come here anon. 

Puck, The king doth keep liis revels here to-night; 
Take heed the queen come not within his sight. 

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 

Because tliat she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy stol’n from an Indian king ; 

She never had so sweet a changeling ri 

® Oihs. Tlie fatry rings, as they are popularly callotl. It 
was the Fairy’s office to dew these orbs, which had been parched 
under the fairy-feet iu the moonlight revels. 

Pensioners. These courtiers, whom Mrs. Quickly put above 
carls C Merry. Wives of Windsor,’ Act II. Scene 2). were Queen 
Elizabeth’s favourite attendants. They were the hundsomest 
men of the first families. 

« L(ii) — looby, lubber, Inbbard. 

Changnling-~n. child procured in eschauge. 
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And jealovis Oheron would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace tlic forests wild : 

But slie, fierforce, withholds the loved lx»y, 

Crowns iiim with llowers, and makes him all her 

joy: 

And now they never meet in grove, or gi-een, 

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight slieen, 

But tliey do square that all their elves, for tear. 

Creep into aconi-ciqxs, and hide them tliere. 

Fai. Either I mistake your shajje and making 
quite. 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite 
Call’d Robin Goodfellow; are you not he, 

That frights tlie maidens of the villagery ; 

Bkim milk ; and sometimes labour in the qnenj 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn ; 

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm f 
Mislead niglit-wanderers, laughing at their liami? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 

You do tlieir work, and they shall have good luck : 

Are not you he 

Ihic/c. Thou speak’st aright ; 

1 am tliat merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 

When I a fat and l)ean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's 1k>w1, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ; 

And, when she drinks, against her lips I boh, 

And on her wither’d dewlap ]xmr the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 

Sometime for threo-foot stool mistaketh me ; 

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And ‘‘ Tailor ” cries, and falls into a cough ; 

Aral tlien the whole quire hold their hips and Ioffe, 

® to quarrel. Q«cra— a liandmill. 

c Barm — yeast. 
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And ^axen in their mirth, and necze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there.-— 

But room, Fairy, here cornea Oberon. 

Tai. And here my mistress : — Would tliat he were 
gone I 

SCENK II. — JEnter Oberon, 071 the side, 7 oith his 
train, a 7 id Titania, on the other, toith hers. 

Ohe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon f Fairy, skip hence ; 

I liave forsworn liis l)cd and comi)any. 

Ohe. Tarry, rash wanton. Am not I tliy lord ? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
Wlien thou liast stolen away from fairy land. 

And* in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on ])ipes of com, and versing love 
To amorous Phillida. Wliy art tliou hero. 

Come from the farthest steep of India i 
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress, and your warrior love, 

To Theseus must be wedded; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prospecity. 

Ohe. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania, 
Glance at rny cretlit with Hippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ^ 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night 
From Perigenia, whom he ravished ? 

And make liim with fair ^gle break his faith, 

With Ariadne, and Antiopa? 

Tita. Tliese are the forgeries of jealousy *. 

And never, since tlie middle summer's spring,* 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain,^ or by rushy brook, 

“ Middle summer’s spring. The spring the Iwginning — as 
die spr ing of the day, a oommoti expreasiun in our early vriteri. 
'riio middle summer w the midsummer. 

V •* Paved fountain— ‘0. fountain, or clear stream, nrshing over 
tabbies ; ciTtaiuly not an artificially paved fountain. 
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Or on tlie beached morgent of the sea, 

Xo dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Thei’efore, the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck’d ujj from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which, falling in the land. 

Have every pelting * river made so proud, 

That they have overborne tJieir continents 
The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 

The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard : 

The fold stands empty in the drowned field, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud f 
Aiid the quaint mazes in the wanton green, 

For lack of tread, are undistinguisliable ; 

The human mortals** want; their winter here,* 

No night is now with hymn or carol bless’d ; — 
Tlierefore, the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in lier anger, washes all tlie air, 

That rheumatic diseases do aboimd ; 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in tlie fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hyems’ chin, and icy crown, 

• Pelting — ^petty, contemptible. 

^ Continents — banks. A continent is that which contains. 

® Upon the green turf of their commons the shepherds imd 
ploughmen of England were wont to cut n rude series of lines, 
upon which they arranged eighteen stones, divided between two 
players, who moved them alternately, as at chess or drauglitj^ 
nil tlie game was finished by one of the players having all his 
pieces t^en or impounded. This was the nine men's mortis. 

Buman mortals. Chapman, in his ‘ Ilomer,’ has an inversion 
of the phrase — “ mortal humans.” 

® The human mortals want, Tlieir winter is here^U edme— 
although the season is the latter hummer, or autumn ; and in 
consequence the hymns and^carols which gladdened the nights 
of a seasonable winter are wanting to this premature one. 
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An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set : Tiie spring, the summer, 

The cliilding • autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wont^ liveries ; and the mazed world, 

By their increase,^ now knows not wliich is which ; 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are Ihelr parents and original. 

Ohe. Do you amend it then : it lies in you : 

Why should Titania cross her Oberon ¥ 

I do but beg a little cliangeling boy, 

To be my henchman.® 

Tita. Set your heart at rest, 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a votVess of my order : 

And, in die spiced Indian air, by niglit, 

Full often liatii she gos8ii)'d by my side ; 

And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 

Marking th’ embarked traders on the flood ; 

Wlien we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive, 

And grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind : 

Which she, with jjretty and with swimming gait, 
Following (her womb then rich with my young squire), 
Would imitate ; and sail ujwn the land, 

To fetch me trifles, and return again, 

As from a voyage, rich with merchandise. 

But she, being mortal, of that boy did die; 

And, for her sake, I do rear up her lx)y : 

And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 

Ohe. How long within this wood intend you stay ? 
Tita. Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day. 

If you will patiently dance in our round, 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 

Ohe. Give me tliat boy, and I will go with thee. 

• —producing. ^ ** Increase — produce. 

® Hmchtnan^^ page ; originally a horsemau. 
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Tita. Not for thy fairy Itingdom, Fairies, away ; 
We sliall chide downrig^ht, if 1 longer stay. 

[Exeunt Titania and her tram, 
Obc. Well, go tliy way : thou shall not from this 
grove, 

Till I torment thee for this injury. 

My gentle Puck, come hither : Thou remember st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breatli, 

Tliat the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from tlieir spheres, 

To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

'Puck, ‘ I remember. 

Ohe. That very time I saw, (but thou couldst not,) 
Flying l>etween tiie cold moon and the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d ; a certain aim lie took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 

As it should ])iercc a hundred thousand hearts t 
But I might see young Cu])id’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the cliaste beams of the watery moon ; 

Ajid the imperial votaress jiasseti on, 
lu maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell ; 

It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white; now, purple with love’s wound, — 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. 

Fetch me that flower; the herb I show’d thee once ; 

The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again, 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck, I fll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [Exit Puck. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 
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I ’ll watch Tltania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 

Tlie next thing then she waking look^ upon, 
lion, hear, or wolf, or bull, 
mefhlling monkey, or on busy ape,) 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 

And ere I take this charm off from her sight, 

(As I can take it, with another herb,) 

I ’ll make her render up lier page to me 
But who comes liere'^ 1 am invisible} 

And 1 will overhear their conference. 

Junior Demetrius, following him. 

De?n. 1 love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Wliere is Lysander, an(l fair Ilermia? 

Tlie one I ’ll stay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told'st me, they were stol’ii into this wood, 
And here am I, and wood’' within this wood. 
Because I cannot meet my Ilermia. 

Hence, get thee gone, and Ibllow me no more. 

Hel. You draw me, you har< I -hearted adaniiuil ; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my luart 
Is true as steel : Leave you your ])owcr to draWj 
And I shall have no ])Ower to follow you. 

Dcm. Do I entice you*? Do 1 sl'teak you fair? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest trutii 
Tell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you? 

Ilel. And even for that do 1 love you the more. 
I am your sjianiel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
-itjjs^lect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

Wliat worser place can I Ireg in your love, 

(And yet a place of high resi^ct with me,) 

Than to be used as you use your dog ? 

• fFood — w ld, mad. 
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Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my 
spirit ; 

For I am sick whfen I do look on thee. 

IJel. And I am sick when I look not on you, 

Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much, 

To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one tliat loves you not ; 

To trust the ojiiwi tunity of night, 

And the ill counsel of a desert place, 

With tlie rich worth of yonr virginity. 

Uel. Your virtue is my privilege for thak 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night : 

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company j 
For you, in my respect, are all die world : 

Tiien how can it be said I am alone, 

When all the world is here to look on me? 

Dein. I ’ll run from thee, and hide me in the 
brakes, 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild lioasts. 

Uel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 

Rim when you will, the story shall l>e cliang’d ; 

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the griflin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : Bootless speed ! 

When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go : 

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

Eel. Ay, in the temple, in die town, and field. 

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius ! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 

W e cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 

We should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. 

I ’ll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell. 

To die upon the hand I love so well. 

[Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 
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Obe. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this 
grove, 

Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. 
Re-enter Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it is.* 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows. 

Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows ; 

Quite over-canopied witli luscious woodbine 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 

Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight ; 

And there the snake throws her enamelVd skin, 

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 

And with the juice of this I ’ll streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

A sweet Atlienian lady is in love 

With a ^lisdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 

But do it when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady : Tliou shalt know the man 
By the Atlienian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

[Ex&imU 

SCENE III. — Aiwthcr part of the Wood. 
Enter Titania, with her train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy song j 
Then,-for the third part of a minute, hence ; 

Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 

Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings, 

• Ilearmice — bats. 
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To malve iny small elves coats ; and some, kwp back 
The clamorous owl, that, nijjhtly hoots and wonders 
At our quaint spirits : Sing me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

FONG. 

I. 

1 Fai, You s|X)tt.ed snakes, with double tongue, 

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen j 
Newts, and idind-worms, do no wrong ; 

C(nne not near our fairy queen : 
ciiouus. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lulhiby 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullal)y; 

Never hann, nor spell nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigli; 

So, good night, witli lullaby. 

II. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not lierc ; 

Hence, you long-1 egg’d s] dimers, hence j 
Beetles black, approacli not near ; 

Worm, nor snail, do no oflVnce. 

CHORUS. 

Philomel, with melody, &:c. 

2 Fai. Hence, away ; now all is well : 

One, aloof, stand sentinel. 

[^Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 

Enter Oberon. 

Ohe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 

[Squeezes the flower oil Tjtania'j eyelids. 
Do it for thy true-love take ; 

Love and languish for his sake ; 
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Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In tiiy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear; 

Wake, when some vile tiling is near. [^Exit 

« 

Enter Ltsander and JIermia. 

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood ; 

And, to speak trotli, I have forgot our way ; 

We ’ll rest us, Ilermia, if you think it good, 

And tai ry for tlie comfort of tlie day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander, find you out a bed, 

For I upon this bank will rest my head. 

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow lor us both ; 

One heart, one bed, two bo-soms, and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, iny 
dear, 

Lie further olV yet, do not lie so near. 

Lys. O, take tlie sense, sweet, of my innocence ; 

Love takes the meaning, in love’s conference. 

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit ; 

So that but one heart we can make of it : 

Two bosoms intercliained with an oath ; 

So then, two bosoms, and a single troth. 

Then, by your side, no l>ed-room me deny ; 

For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : — 

Now much beshrew my mariners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off ; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said. 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 

So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : 

Thy love ne’er alter, till tliy sweet life end I 
VOL. u. 


o 
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Lys. Amen, Amen, to that fair prayer say I, 

And then end life, when I end loyalty 1 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest 1 

Uet', W ith half tliat wish the wisher’s eyes be press’d! 

[They sleep. 


Enter Puck. 

Evjeh. Through die forest have I gone. 

But Athenian find I none, 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This tlower's force in stirring love. 

Night and silence ! who is here ^ 

Weeds of Athens be doth wear : 

This is he my master said 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On tlie dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy. 

Cliurl, upon thy eyes I tlirow 
All the power this charm doth owe ; 

When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [Exit, 

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running. 

JJel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 
Eem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 
Dm. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. [Ex. Dem. 
llel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 

The more my prayer, die lesser is my grace. 

Happy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies ; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
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How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 

If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than Ijers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 

For beasts that meet me run away for fear ; 

Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me comj^uire with Hermia’s sphery eyne t 
But who is here? — Lysander ! on the gromal ! 

Dead? or asleep? I see no hhx)d, no wound ! 

Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys, And run through fiie 1 will, for thy sweet sake. 

[ Waking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature shows her art, 

That through thy Iwisom makes me see tliy heart. 

Where is Demetrius ? (), how fit a word 
Is that vile name to perish on my sword ! 

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander *, say not so : 

What though lie love your Hermia? Lord, what 
though? 

Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia? No; I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena now I love *. 

Who will not change a raven for a dove? 

The will of man is by his reason sway’d : 

And reason says you are tlie wortliier maid. 

Things Rowing are not ripe until tiieir season ; 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 

And touching now the jxiint of human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes; where I o'erlook 
Love’s stories, written in love’s richest iKiok. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born? 
When, at your hands, did I deserve tliis sconi ? 

Is ’t not enough, is ’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 
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Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye, 

But you must flout my insufliciency ? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : })erforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, tliat a lady of one man refusM 

Should of another therefore be abus’d ! \_ExU. 

Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Ilermia, sleep thou tliere; 
And never mayst thoti come Lysander near I 
For, as a surfeit of tlic sweetest things 
The deepest loatlilng to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies that men do leave 
Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my liercsy. 

Of all l>e hated ; but Ibc most of me ! 

And all my powers address your love and might 
To honour Helen, and to be her knight. [£xi/. 

Her, \starthu/.'^ Help me, Lysander, help me I do 
thy best 

To pluck tliis crawling serpent from my breast 1 
Ah me, for pity ! — what a dream was here ! 

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear I 
Metliought a serpent ate my heart away, 

And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : 

Lysander! what, remov'd V Lysander! lord! 

What, out of hearing ? gone V no sound, no word ? 
Alack, where are you? speak, an if yon hear; 

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No? — then I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death, or you, 1 ’ll find immediately, [Exit, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The Wood. The Queen of Fair'm 
lying asleep. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and 
Starveling. 

Eot. Are we all met? 

Qtiin. Pat, })at ; and here 's a marvellous convenient 
place for our rehearsal : Tills green plot shall be our 
stage, this hawthorn lirake our t y ring-house ; and we 
W'lll do it in action, as wc will do it helore the duke / 

Bot. Peter Quince, — 

Quin. Wiiat say'st tliou, Bully Bottom? 

Bot Tiieie are things in this comedy of ‘ Pyramus 
and Thishy ’ tliat will nercr please. First, Pyramus 
musi draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
cannot abide. How answer you that ? 

Snotit. By’rlakin,® a jiarlous'’ fear. 

Star. I believe we must leave the killing out,, when 
all is done. 

Bot Not a whit; I have a device to make all well 
Write me a prologue : and let the prologue seem to say, 
we will do no harm with our swords ; and that Pyramus 
is not killed indeed : and, foi the more better assurance, 
tell them, that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom 
the weaver : This will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, Ave will liave such a prologue ; and it 
filial! be written in eight and six,® 

Bot No, make d two more ; let it lie written in eight 
end eight. 

• By'rlahm — ^by oar hulykin, our little lady. 

** perilous. 

• Eight ana$ix — alternate verses of eight and six tylkbloa. 
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S7iout Will not the ladles be afeard oftlie lion? 

Star. I fear it, I promise yon. 

Bof. Masters, you ought to consider •with yourselves : 
to bring in, God shield us ! a lion among ladies, is a 
most dreadful thing : for there is not a more fearful 
wild-fovvl than your lion, living ; and we ought to look 
to it. 

Snout. Tlierefore, another prologue must tell he is 
not a 1 ion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
face must be seen through die lion's neck ; and he 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the same 
defect, — Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish you, or I 
would request you, or I would entreat you, not tn fear, 
not to tremble : my life for yours. If you think I come 
hither as a lion, it were pity of my life : No, I am no 
such thing ; I am a man as other men are : and tliere, 
indeed, let him name his name; and tell diem plainly 
he is Snug the joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things ; that is, to bring tlie moonlight into a chamber : 
for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moon- 
light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play our 
play ? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the almanac j 
find out moonsliine, find out moonsliine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night, 

Bot. Why, then may you leave a casement of the 
great cliamber-window, where we play, open ; and the 
moon may sliine in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come in with a bush of 
thorns and a lantern, and say, he comes to disfigure, or 
to present, the jierson of moonsliine. Then there is 
anodier thing : we must have a w%ll in the great chani- 
her ; for Pyramus and Tliisby, says the story, did talk 
through the chink of a wall* 
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Snitg. You can never bring in a wall. — What say 
you, Bottom ? 

jBo/. Some man or otlier must present wall : and let 
him have some plaster, or some lome, or some rough-cast 
about him, to signify wall ; or let him hold his fingers 
thus, and through that cranny sliall Pyramus and 
Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
down, every mother’s son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have sjxiken your 
s^ieech, enter into that brake ; and so every one accord- 
ing to his cue. 


E7iter Puck hohind. 

Puck. Wliat hempen homespuns have we swaggering 
here, 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward? I ’ll be an auditor; 

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Qum. Speak, Pyramus .‘-—Thisby, stand forth. 

Pyr. Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet ; 

Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pyr, odours savours sweet : 

.So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear. 

But, hark, a voice I bbiy thou but here a A>hile, 

And by and by I will to theo appear. [Pnt. 

Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er play’d here! 

[^Asidc. — Exit. 

This. Must I speak now ? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you : for you must under- 
stand he goes but to see a noise’' that he heard, and is to 
come again. 

® Quince’s description of Bottom going "to see a noise" is 
akin to Sir Toby Belch’s notion of "to hear by the nose.** 
P Twelfth Night; Act II. Scene 3.) 
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TAis. Most radiant l^ramus, most lily of hue, 

Of colour like the red ro»e on triumphant brier, 

Moat brisky juvenul, and eke most lovely Jew, 

A* true a* truest horse that yet would never tire, 

I ‘11 meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb. 

Quin. Ninua’ tomb, man ; Why, you must not 
speak that yet ; that you answer to Pyramus : you 
Bjieak all your part at once, cues and all. — Pyramus, 
enter ; your cue is jiast ; it is, ‘‘ never tire.” 

JRe-enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head. 

This. 0, — As true as truest horse, that yet would never tire. 

Pyr. It I were fair, Thidby, I were only thine j — 

Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted. 
Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! [ Exeunt Cloves. 

Puck. I ’ll follow you, I ’ll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, through 
brier ; 

Sometime a horse I ’ll be, sometime a hound, 

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn, 
Like liorse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn. \_Exit. 

Bot. Why do they run away f this is a knavery of 
them to make me afeard. 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art clianged ! wliat do I see 
on thee i 

Bot. What do you see ? you see an ass-head of your 
own ; Do you ? 

Re-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art 
translated. [jExtV. 

Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an ass of 
me ; to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir 
from this pace, do what they can ; I will walk up and 
dovm here, and 1 will sing, that they {hall hear I am, 
not afraid. [Sin^a. 
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The woosel-coch, so black of hue, 

With orange-tawny bill,* 

The throstle with his note so true, 

The wren with little quill ; 

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flo.rery bed ? 

[ iVakiiiff, 

Bot. The finch, tlie sparrow, and the lark, 

The plainnsong cuckoo gray, 

Whose note full many a man doth mark, 

And dares not answer, nay — 
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so fiwUsh a bird? 
who would give a bird the lie, though he cry “ Cuckoo,” 
never so ? 

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again : 

Mine ear is much enamour’d of thy note, 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape •, 

And thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me, 

On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason 
for that ; And yet, to say the trutlj, reason and love 
keep little company together now-a-days : The more the 
pity, that some honest neighbours will not make them 
friends. Nay, I can gleek'* upon occasion. 

TUa, Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Bot Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to get 
out of this wood, I have enough to serve mine o-wn turn. 

TUa. Out of this wood do not desire to go ; 

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a spirit, of no common rate ; 

^rhe summer still doth tend upon my state, 

And I do love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

1 11 give thee fairies to attend on thee ; 

• The name of teoosel or ousel expressed the blackbird in 
Sha'ks|)ere’i day. It is used by Drayton us synonymous wilh 
file merh (about which there can be no doubt) in his deicrip* 
tlon of the *’ rough woi>dlands” of the Waiwickshhe Arden. 

^ Bittern This verb is generally used in the sense of to 
but we apprehend Bottom only meuns to say thot ho can joAe.. 
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And they shall fetch thee jewels irom the deep, 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 

And I will purge thy mortal groesness so, 

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go, — 

Feas>blossom ! Cobweb ! Moth ! and Mustard-seed ! 

Enter Peas-blossom, Cobweb, Moth, Mustarb- 
8EBD, and four Fairies. 

1 Fai, Ready. 

2 Fai, And I. 

3 Fai. And L 

4 Fai, And I. 

All. Where shall we go. 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries j 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 

The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 

And, for night-tapers, crop their waxen tliighs, 

And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes. 

To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes ; 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal ! 

2Fau HaUI 

3 Fai. Hail! 

4 Fai. Hail ! 

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily.— I be- 
seech your worship’s name, 

Coh. Cobweb. 

Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, gootl 
master Cobweb ; If I cut my finger, I shall make bold 
with you.— Your name;, honest gentleman! 

Pem* Peas-blossom. 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, 
yoipr mother, and to master Peas-cod, your father. Good 
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master Peas-bloMom, I shall desire you of more ac- 
quaintance too. — Your name, I beseech you, sir f 
Mus, Mustard-«eed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your pa- 
tience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef 
hath devoured many a gentleman of your house ; I 
promise you, your kindred hath made my eyes water 
ere now. I desire you more acquaintance good master 
Mustard-seed, 

Tita, Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 
The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 
Lamenting some c^orced chastity. 

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently. [Ex, 

SCENE II. — Another part of the Wood, 

Enter Obehon. 

Obe I wonder, if Titania be awak’d ; 

Tlien, what it was that next came in her eye. 

Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit ? 
What night-rule* now about this haunt^ grove 
Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 

Wliile she was in her dull and sleeping hour, ' 

A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 

That work for bread upon Athenian srtalls, 

Were met together to rehearse a play, 

Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial day. 

The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 

• — nigbt*revel. The old spelling of fSiw/ became 

rtds; by this oorruptlou we oMalned the lord of mia- 

ndtf.” 
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Forsook his scene, and enter’d in a brake : 

When I did him at this advantage take, 

An ass’s nowl® I fixed on his head ; 

Anon, his Thisbe must be answered, 

And forth my mimic ^ comes : When they him 8]»y. 

As wild geese that tlie creeping fowler eye, 

Or russet-jmted choughs, many in sort. 

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report, 

Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ^ 

So at his sight away his fellows fly : 

And, at our stamji, here o’er and o’er one falls j 
He murther cries, and help from Athens calls. 

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears tlms strong 
Made senseless tilings begin to do them wrong j 
For briers and tlioms at tlieir apparel snatch ; 

Some, sleeves; some, hats; from yielders all things 
catch. 

I led them on in this distracted fear, 

And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 

When in that moment (so it came to pass) 

Titania wak’d, and straightway lov’d an ass. 

05e. This falls out better than I could devise 
But hast thou yet latch’d® the Athenian’s eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do? 

PttcA. I took him sleeping, — that is finish’d too,— 
And die Athenian woman by his side ; 

That when he wak’d of force she must be eyVl. 

JEnter Demetrius and Hermia. 

05e. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 

Puc/^ Tliis is the woman, but not this the man. 

Dem. 0, why rebuke you him that loves you so ? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use thee worse ; 
Fot tlwu, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 

• JV(WPf~noll, head. ^ Mimic— adoT. 

® JvrttoA'd— licked o’er. 
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If thou hast slain tysander in his sleep, 

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep, 

And kill me too. 

The%un was not so true unto the day. 

As he to me : Would he have stolen away 
From sleeping Hermia? I ’ll believe as soon, 

This whole earth may be bor'd ; and tliat the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother 8 noontide with tlie Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murtlier’d liim ; 

So should a murtherer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Dem, So should the murther’d look; and so should I, 
Pierc’d through the heart with your stern cruelty r 
Yet you, the murtlierer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What ’s tliis to my Lysander V where is he ? 
All, good Demetiius, wilt thou give him me ? 

Dem. I ’d rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! tliou driv’st me past tlw 
bounds 

Of maiden s patience. Hast thou slain him then f 
Hencefortli be never number’d among men ! 

Oh ! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ; 

Durst thou have look’d upon hjjn, being awake, 

And hast tliou kill’d him sleeping? 0 brave touch! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much f 
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than tliiue, tliou serpent, never adder stung, 

Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris’d 
mood: 

I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood ; 

Nor is he dead, for aught tliat 1 can tell. 

Her. I pray tliee, tell me then that he is well. 

Jkm. An if I could, what should I get therefore? 
Her, A mivilegc never to see me more.— 

And from thy hated piesence part I so : 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. 
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Dm, There ia no following her in thia fierce vein j 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 

For debt that bankrout sleep doth sorrow owe ; * 

Which now, in some slight measure, it will pay, 

If for his tender here I make some sUy. [Lies dovm, 
Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken quite, 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight : 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 

Duck. Then fate o’er-rules ; that one man holding troth, 
A million fail, confounding oath on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 

And Helena of Athens look thou find : 

All fancy-sick she is. and pale of cheer • 

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear. 

By some illusion see thou bring her here j 
1 ’ll charm his eyes against she doth appear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look, how I go j 
Swifter than arrow ftom the Tartar’s bow. [Pxit, 
Obe. Flower of this purple die, 

Hit with Cupid's archerv, 

Sink in apple of his eye ! 

When his love he doth espy 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. 

When thou wak’st, if she be by 
Beg of her for remedy. 

Renter Puck. 

Puck. Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at Imnd, 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover's fee j 
fiball we their fond pageant see! 

Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

• CAser— face* 
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Ohe, Stand aside \ the noise they make 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Fuch Then will two at once woo one— 

That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me, 

That befall preposterously. 

Enter Lysander and Helena. 

Lys. Why should you think that I should woo in 
scorn f 

Scorn and derision never come in tears. 

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so bom, 

In their nativity all trath appears. 

How can these things in me seem scorn to you, 

Bearing the badge of faith, tc prove them tme f 
Bel. You do advance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kilb tmth, 0 devilish-holy fray ! 

These vows are Hermia’s j Will you give her 
o’er? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will notliing weigh ; 
Your vows to her and me, put in two scales. 

Will even weigh j and botn as light as tales. 

Lye. 1 had no judgment, when to her 1 swore. 

Bel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her 
o’er. 

Lye. Demetmis loves her, and he loves not you. 
Bern. \awaking!\ 0 Helen, goddess, nymph, per- 
fect, divine 

To what^ my lov(^ shall I compare thine eynef 
Crystal is muddy. 0, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those lossing cherries, tempting grow ! 

That pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow, 

Fann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 

When ^u hold'st up thy hand : 0, let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss 1 
Hei. 0, spite f 0, hell 1 I see you are all bent 
To set against me^ for your merriment 
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If you were civil and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you must join, in souls, to mock me tool 
If you were men, as men you are in show. 

You would not use a gentle lady so. 

To vow, and swear, and siiperpralse my parts. 

When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 

And now hotli rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes 
With your derision ! None of noble sort 
Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 
A poor soul’s patience, all to make you s])ort. 

Lys. You arc unkind, Demetrius ; l>e not so; 

For you love Hermia : this, you know, I know : 

And here, with all gootl will, with all my lieart, 

In Hermia’s love I yield you up my port j 
And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Hel Never did mockers waste more idle breaili, 
Bern, Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none : 

If e'er I lov’d her, all that love is gone. 

My heart to her but as guest-wise sojomnM ; 

Atid now to Helen it is home return’d, 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Bern, Disparage not the faith thou dost not know, 
Lest, to tliy j)eril, thou aby it dear. — 

Look, where tliy love comes; yonder is thy dear. 

Enter Hbumia. 

Her, Dark night, that from the eye his function take* 
Tbe ear more quick of apprdiension makes 
Wherein it doth impair tJie seeing sense, 

Ujmji the heating double recompense : 
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Thou art not hy mine eye, Lysander, found ; 

Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 

But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

Lys, Why should he stay whom love doth press to go t 
Her, What love could jaess Lysander from my side I 
Lys. Lysandcr’s love, that would not let him bide ; 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes “ and eyes of light. 

Why seek’st thou me? could not this make tliee know, 
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so? 

Her, You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 

Hcl. Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 

Ndw I perceive they liave conjoin’d, all tliree, 

To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 

Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid ! 

Have you conspir’d, have you witli tliese contriv’d 
To bait me witfi tliis foul derision ? 

Is all the counsel that we two have sliar’d, 

The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent, 

When we have chid tiie hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — 0, and is all forgot ? 

All schoolnlays’ friendship, childhood iimocence? 

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods. 

Have with our needles created both one flower, 

Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion, 

Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 

Had been incorporate. ^ we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 

But yet a union in partition, 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart, 

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry. 

Due but to one, and crowned with one crest.^ 

• Oei— circle*. 

^ There i* a double comparison hero*— Ist, Of the two Iwdics, 
compared to two coaU of heraldry; und, 2iidiy, Of the owe 
VOIi. II. D 
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And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 

To join with men in scorning your poor friend? 

It is not friendly, ’t is not maidenly ; 

Our sex, as waU as I, may chide you for it j 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her, I am amazed at your passionate words ; 

I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me. 

Hel. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 

To follow me, and praise my eyes and face? 

And made your other love, Hemetrius, 

(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,) 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 

Precious, celestial ? \^erefore speaks he this 
To h6r he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 

And tender mei, forsooth, affection ; 

But by your setting on, by your consent ? 

'What though I be not so in grace as you, 

So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 

But miserable most, to love unlov’d ! 

This you should pity, rather than despise. 

Her, I understand not what you mean by this. 

Hel, Ay, do, persever, count^eit sad looks, 

Make mouths upon me when 1 turn my back ; 

Wink each at other ; hold the sweet jest up : 

This sport, well carried, shall he chronicl^. 

If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 

You would not make me such an argument 
But, fare ye well : ’t is partly mine own fault ; 

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

Lye, Stay,^tle Helena; hear my excuse; 

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

Ed, 0, excellent I 

heart, compared to the one crest and the one owner, " Out 
txxlies are tico. but they are as united under one heart, as two 
coats of aims (when quartered or impaled) are bcnme lay one 
penmit tuder m crest’^ 
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Her, Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Ikm. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Lys. Thou const compel no more than slie entreat j 
Thy thi'eats have no more strength than her weak 
prayers.— 

Helen, I love thee ; by my life I do ; 

I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 

To prove him false that says 1 love thee not. 

Deni. I say, 1 love thee more tlian he can do. 

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, come, — 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this ? 

Lys. Away, you Ethiope ! 

Dem. No, no, sir ; — 

Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would follow ; 

But yet come not ; You are a tame man, go ! 

Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr : vile thing, let 
loose; 

Or I will shake thee fiom me, like a serpent. 

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? what change is 
this, 

Sweet love? 

Lys. Thy love? out, tawny Taitar, out! 

Out, loathed medicine I 0, bated poison, hence 1 
Her. Do you not jest ? 

Eek Yes, ’sooth ; and so do you. 

Lys, Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
Dem. I would I had your bond ; for I perceive 
A weak bond holds you ; 1 11 not trust your word, 

Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her 
" dead? 

Although I hate her, 1 11 not harm her so. 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm than hate ? 
Hate me ! whwefore? 0 me! what news, my love? 

Am not I H^nofiia ? Are not you Lysander ? 

1 am as fair now as I was erewhile. 

Since night you lov’d me ; yet, since night you left me i 
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Why then you left: me, — 0, the gods forbid ! 

In earnest, shall I say ? 

Zys, _ _ Ay, by my life ; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 

Therefore, be out of hope, of <juestion, of doubt, 

Be certain, nothing truer, ’t is no jest, 

* That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Ifer, 0 me! you juggler I you canker-blossom ! 

You thief of love I wliat, have you come by night, 

And stoVii my love’s heart from liim ? 

I/el. Fine, i’ faith ! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 

No touch of bashfulness f What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 

Fie, fie 1 you counterfeit, you puppet, you ! 

Jffer. Puppet! why so? Ay, that way goes the 
game. 

Now I perceive tliat slie liath made compare 
Itetween our statures, she hath urg’d her height j 
And witli her personage, her tall personage, 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him. 

And are you grown so high in nis esteem, 

Because I am so dwarfish, and so low 

How low am I, thou painted maypole ? sjieak ; 

How low am 1 ? I am not yet so low. 

But that my noils can reach unto thine eyes. 

Ilel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlcmem 
Let her not hurt me ; I was never curst 
I have no gifi: at all in shrewishness 
1 am a right maid for my cowardice ; 

Let her not strike me : You, ^lerliaps, may thiidc, > 
Because she 's something lower than myself 
That. I can match her. 

Her. Lower ! hark, again. 

Ed. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with mo. 

I ^yermorcdid lore you, Hermia, 

• Cirifr— shrewish. 
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Bid ever your counsels, never ^vrong’d yoi^ 

Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your slenlth unto this wood : 

He follow’d you ; for love, I follow'd him. 

But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too i 
And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Atliens will I bear my folly back, 

And follow you no further : Let me go : 

You see how simple and how fond I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone : Who is ’t that hinders you? 
lUl, A foolish lieart that I leave here behind. 

Her. What, with Ly Sander? 

JJel. With Demetrius* 

Lys. Be not afraid : slie shall not barm thee, Helena. 
Veni, No, sir j alie shall not, though you take her 
part. 

Ilel 0, when she ’s angry, she is keen and shrewd s 
She was a vixen when she went to scliool ; 

And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little? 

Why will you sufier her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf ; 

You minimus, of hind’ring knot-grass “ made j 
You bead, you acorn, 

Dem. You are too officiout 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 

Take not her part ; for if thou dost intend ^ 

Never so little show of love to her, 

Thou shalt aby it. « 

Lys. Now she holds me not ; 

• low roptant hwb. 

^ htem. Tills word id expluiucd by pretend; but Iho 
mining is rstbor to dircet* 

» Aiy it^-suffer for iti 
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3fow follow, if ^ou dar'st, to try wliose right, 

Or thine or mine, is most in Hdena. n. 

Dm. Folbw ? nay, I ’ll go with thee, cheek by 
jole, [JSxeunt Lts. and Dem* 

Her. You, mistress, all this coil is long of you : 
Nay, go not back. 

Eel. I will not trust you, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 

Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray; 

My legs are longer though, to run away, [Exit. 
Eer. I am amaz’d, and know not what to say. 

pursuing Helena. 

Ohe. Tins is thy negligence : still tliou mistak’st. 
Or else committ’st thy knaveries willingly. 

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 

Did not you tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ¥ 

And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 

That 1 have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes : 

And so far am I glad it so did sort, 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Ohe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to Sght : 
Ilie therefore, Robin, overcast the night ; 

The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 

As one come not within another’s way. 

Like to Lmnder sometime fmme thy tongue, 

T^en stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 

And irom each other look thou lead them dms, 

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leadMi legs and batty wings doth creep ; 
l^en crush this herb into Lysander s ey^ 

WkmVK ^uor hath this virtuous property, 
take fbm thence all error, with his might, 

And make his eyebaHi roll with wonted 
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When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 

And back to Athens idiall the lovers wend, 

With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles 1 in this afiair do thee employ, , 

1 ’ll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy j 
And then I will her charmed eye release 
From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace. 

Pwk, My fairy lord, this must be done with haste ; 
For night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast^ 

And vender shines Aurora’s harbinger ; 

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there, 
Troop home to churchyards : damned spirits all, 

That in cross-ways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone j 

For fear lest day should look their sliames upon. 

They wilfully fliemselves exile from light. 

And must for aye consort with black-brow’d night. 

Obe, But we are spirits of another sort : 

I with the morning’s love have oft made sport j 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 

Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 

But, notwitbtanding, haste; make no delay : 

We may effect this business yet ere day. [Exit Obe.' 

Puck* Up and down, up and down : 

I will lead them up and down : 

1 am fear’d in field and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 

Here comes one. 

Enter Lysindbr. 

Xys, Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou 

tww. 

Puck vUlmn ; drawn and ready. Where art 
thou? 
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Lys. I will be with thee straight. 

Pttck. Follow me then to plainer gnmnd. 

[Exit Lts. aa following the voice, 

• Enter Demetrius. 

Detn, Lysander ! speak again. 

Tiiou runaway, tliou coward, art tliou fle<l ? 

Speak. In some bush f IVhere dost thou hide thy 
head ? 

Picck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars, 
Telling the buslies tliat thou lookst tor wars, 

And wilt not come ? Come, recreant j com^ thou 
child j 

I ‘11 whip thee with a rod: He is defil’d 
That draws a sword on thee. 

Dem. Yea, art thou there ? 

Follow my voice ; we’ll try no manhood here. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Lysander. 

Lye, He goes before me, and still dares me on j 
When I come where he calls then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter heel’d than 1 : 

I follow’d fast, but faster he did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven way, 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day! 

[Lies down. 

For if-but once thou show me thy grey light, 

I ’ll And Demetrius, and revenge this spite, 

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

Puch Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why com’st thou not! 
Bern. Abide me, if thou dar st ; for well I wot, 

TW wnn'st before me, shifting every place ; 

Ahil daFst not stand, ij^ look me in the face, 
iyiiere art thou now t 
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Puck Come hither j I am here. 

Dem, Nay, then, thou mock’et me. Thou slialt buy 
^is dear, 

‘jlf ever I thy face by daylight see : 

Now, go tliy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. 

By day’s approach look to be visited. 

[Lies dom and sleeps* 

Enter Helena. 

Hel 0 , weary night, 0 , long and tedious night, 
Abate tliy hours : shine, comforts, from the east, 
That I may back to Athens by daylight, 

From these that my poor company detest ; — 

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye, 

Steal me awhile from mine own company. [ Slc^ 
PttcA. Yet but three? Come one more; 

Two of both kinds makes up four. 

Here slie comes, curst and sad ; 

Cupid is a knavish lad, 

^ Thus to make poor females mad, 

. Enter Hermia. 

^ Her* Never so weary, never so in woe, 

Bedabbled with the dew, and tom with hrien j 
I can no fui-ther crawl, nO further go ; 

‘ My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

Here will I rest me, fill the break of day. 

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! 

[Lies down 

Puck On the ground 

Sleep sound : 
rU apply 
To your eye, 

Gentle lover, remedy, 

[Squeezing the juice on Lvs.’4 eye* 
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When thou waVit, 

Thou tak*st 
True delict 
In the sight 

Of thy former lady^s eye i 
And the country nrovirf) known, 

That erery man ^uld take hii own, 

In your waking shall be shown : 

Jack shall have Jill ; 

Nought shall go ill ; 

The man shall hare his mare a^n, and all shall be 
well. [Exit Puck.— 1)bm., Hkl., &c., slecj?. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE W’oocL 

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attending; 

Oberon behind umem, 

Tita, Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed, 
While I thy amiable cheel^ do coy,‘ 

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head, 

And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

Bot Where ’s Peas-blossom ? 

Peas. Ready. 

Bot Scratch my head, Peas-bloSsom. — ^Where a 
monsieur Cobweb ? 

Cob, Ready. 

Bot Monsieur Cobweb; good monsieur, get your 
weapons in your baud, and kill me a red-hipp^ humble- 
bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good monsieur, bring 
me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too much in 
the action, monsieur ; and, good monsieur, have a care 
the honey-bag break not ; I would be loth to have you 
overflown^ with a honey-bag, signior. — Where ’• mon- 
sieur Mustard-seed f 

Must Ready. 

Bot Give me your neif,^ monsieur Mustard-eeed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must What ’s your will ? 

Bot Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barberis, monsieur ; 
Ab*, methinks, 1 am marvellous hairy about the face ; 
and I am“ such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle 
me I must scratch. 

• To cey Is here to cord*. 

* Ove^fiom, flooded^rowBdd. • 
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Tita, "What, wilt tliou hear some music, my sweet 
love 1 

Bot I have a reasonable good ear in music : let us 
have the tongs and the bones. 

Tito. Or say, sweet love, what thou desir’st to eat. 
Bot. Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methmks I have a great desire to 
a bottle of hay : good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow. 

Tito. I have a venturous fairy that sliall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 

Bot, I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir 
me 1 have an exposition of sleep come uj)on me. 

Tito. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

So dodi die woodbine the sweet honeysuckle 
Gently entwist; the female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.*^ 

0, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! [Thcij sleep, 

Oberon advances. Enter Puck. 

Ohe. Welcome, good Robin. See'st thou tliis sweet 
sight? 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity. 

For meeting her of late, behind the wood, 

Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 

1 did upbraid her and fall out with her : 

For she his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers ; 

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 

• Gifford pointed out the true meaning of this passage iti Ids 
note upon a parallel passage in I'cn Jonson 

« Ijehold I 

How the blue bindweed doth itaelt enfold 
With and l>oth these enti^'ino 

Themselves with bryony and jetsamlnp,” 

** Tn many of our couUlies.” says Gifford, “ the woodbtiu is 
itHTtho asmo for the great mvolvuliu,*^ 
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Was W(»it to swell like round and orient pearls, 

Stood now within the pretty llowVets’ eyes, 

Like tears that did their own disgi*ace bewail. 

When I had, at my pleasure, taunted lier, 

And she, in mild terms, beg;g’d my patience, 

I then did ask of her her changeling cliild ; 

Which straight she gave me, and her faii y sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 

And now I liave the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 

And, gentle Puck, take tliis transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 

That lie awaking when the other do, 

May all to Athens back again rq)air ; 

And think no more of this night's accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 

But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be thou, as thou wast wont to he, 

[ Touching her eges iciih an herb. 
See, as tliou wast wont to sec : 

Dian’s bud o'er Cupid's flower 
Hath such force and blessed jiower. 

Now, my Titania, wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
Methought I was enamour'd of an ass. 

Obe, There lies your love. 

Tita, How came these tilings to pass ? 

0, liow mine eyes do loathe his visage now ! 

Obe, Silence a while. — Robin, take off tliis head.— 
Titania, music call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 

TUa, Music, ho! music; such os charmeth sleep. 
Puck, When thou wak’st, with thine own fool’s eyes 
peep. 

Obe, Sound, music. [StUl mtme.] Come, my queen, 
'-take bands with me, 

And rook the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
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Now thou and I are new in amity ; 

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly, 

Dance in duke Theseus’ house triumphantly 
And bless it to all fair pos^ity : 

There- shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Tlieseus, all in jollity. 

Fuck. Fairy king, attend, and mark ; 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad. 

Trip we after the night’s shade : 

We the globe can compass soon, 

Swifter flmn the wand’ring moon. 

Tita* Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 

Tell me how it came this night, 

That I sleeping here was found. 

With these mortals on tlie ground. [Exeunt 
[Homs sound within. 

Enter Thkskus, Hippolyta, Eqeus, atid Train. 

The. Gn one of you, find out the forester j 
For now our observation is perform’d ; 

And smee we have the vaward of tlie day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds. 

Uncouple in the western valley ; let them go : 
Despatch, 1 say, and find the forester. 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 

And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear 
Such gallant chidmg ; for, besides flie groves, 

The skies, die fountains, every region near 
Seem’d all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 

So flow’d, so sanded ; and their heads aiehtuig 
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With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee^d and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells, 

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 

Judge, when you hear. — But, soft j what nymphs are 
these? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 

And this Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena : 

I wonder of their being here together. 

The. No doubt they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent, 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. 

But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice? 

Ege. It is, my lord. 

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. 

Homs, and shout unthin. Dbmktrius, Lysandbu, 
Hermia, and Helena wake and start up. 

The. Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is 
past; 

Begin these wood-birds but to couple now? 

Lys. Pardon, my lord. [He and the rest kneel to The. 
The. I pray you all, stand up. 

I know, you two are rival enemies ; 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jedlousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys. My lord, I shall r^ly ama^fdly. 

Half ’sleep, half waking : Bui as yet, 1 swear, 

1 cannot My say bow I came here : 

But as I think, (for truly would I speak,— 

Am now I do bethink me, so it is ^ 
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I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Waj to he gone fVom Athens, where we might be 
Witliout the peril of the Athenian law.*^ 

Ege, Enough, enough, my lord ; you liave enough i 
I beg the law, the law, uj)on hia head. 

They would’have stol’n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeatefl you and me : 

You of your wife, and me of my consent, — 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dm. My lord, fair Helen told me of their 
stealth. 

Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 

And I in fiiry hither follow’d them ; 

Fair Helena in fancy following mo. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 

(But, by some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 

Melted as tlie snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gaud, 

\Vliich in my cbildliood I did dote upon : 

And all the faith, tfie virtue of my heart, 

Tlie object, and the pleasure of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia : 

But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food : 

But, as in healtli, come to my natural taste, 

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it 

The* Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse we will hear more anon. 

Kgeui, I will overbear your will ; 

For in the temple, by and by with us, 

These couples shall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is something worn, 

Our poipos^d hunting shall be set aside. 

with to A&ens : Three and three, 

* They intended fo leave Athens for some place where they^ 
nii|ht be beyond (mthovt) the perils of the Athenian law. 



SoxKi I.] A MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS DREAM. 


We 11 hold a feaat in great solemnity. 

Come, Hippolyta. 

Hippolyta, Eqeus, and Tram* 

iSem. These things seem small and undistinguisliable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Ber* Methinks I see these things with parted eye, 
When everytliing seems douLde. 

Hel, So, methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel,* 

Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem. [Are you sure 

That we are awake ?] It seems to me, 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think, 

The duke was here, and bid us follow him ? 

Her. Yea, and my father. 

Hel . And Hippolyta. 

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why, then, we are awake; let ’s follow liim ; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. [Exeufit* 

As they go out, Bottom awakes. 

Bot When my cue comes, call me, and I will an* 
swer; — ^my next is, Most fair Py ramus.” — Hey, ho! — • 
Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender ! Snout, 
the tinker! Starveling ! God ’s my life ! stolen hence, 
and left me asleep ! 1 have had a most rare vision. I 
have had a dream,— past the wit of man to say what 
dream it was : — Man is but an ass if he go about to ex- 
pound this dream. Methought I wax— there is no man 
can tell what Methought I was, and methought I 
had. — But man is but a patched fool'* if he will offer 
to say what methought I had. The eye of man bath 
not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man's hand is 

• She has found Detnetrius, as a person picks up a jewel- 
ler the moment it is his own. but Us value may cause it to bo 
reclamed* She feels insecure in the possession of her treasure* 

k FoMedyW— u fool in a particoloured ooat. 

you lU B 
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not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to 
repoit, what my dream was. I will gk Peter Quince 
to write a baUad of this dream: it shall be called 
Bottom's Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and I will 
sing it in the latter end of a play, before the duke ; Per- 
adventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall sing it 
at her death.* [jBwA 

SCENE 11. —Athens. A Room in Quince's Eouse* 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and STARVBLiNa. 

Quill. Have you sent to Bottom’s house ? is he come 
home yet ? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he is 
transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred j It 
goes not forward, doth it? ^ 

Quin. It is not possible : you liave not a man in all 
Atliens able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 

Flu. No : he hath simply the best wit of any handi- 
craft man in Atliens. 

Quin. YeOj and the best person too ; and he is a very 
jiaramour for a sweet voice. 

Flu, You must say, paragon : a paramour is, God 
bless us, a thing of naught. 

Enter Snug. 

Snugr. Hissters, the duke is coming ftom the temple, 
and th^ is two or three lords and ladies more married ; 
if our sport had gone forward we bad all been made 
men. 

Flu, 0 sweet bulljr Bottom ! Thus hath he lost six* 
lienee a-day during his life: he could not have ’scaped 
•iipence a^y : an the duke had not given him giE.f 
fence a-day for playing Pj^amus, I ’ll be hanged ; ho 
would hare deeded it : sixpence a-day, in Pyramus, 
Uf nothing. 

* fMbafaly, at the death of Thiibe. 
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Enter Bottom. 

Bat, VSHiere are ttiegelads? where are ihese hearts? 

Qwm. Bottom I — 0 most courageous day ! 0 most 
happy hour ! 

Bot Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but ask 
me not what ; for if I tell you I am no true Athenian. 
I will fell you everything, right as it fell out 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, 
that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel together j 
good strings to your beards,® new ribbons to your pump j 
meet presently at the palace; every man look o’er his 
T^; for, the short and the long is, our play is pre- 
lerred.^ In any case, let Thisby have clean linen; and 
let not him that plays the lion pare his nails, for they 
shall hang out for the lion’s claws. And, most dear 
actors, eat no onions, nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet 
breath ; and I do not doubt but to hear them say it is a 
sweet comedy. No more words ; away ; go, away. 

[Exeunt. 


• In the first act, Bottom ha» told us that he will dis- 
eh«w” the part of Pyramus, ♦‘in cither your straw-colour 
beard, your orange- taamy beard, your purple-in-grain beard, or 
your French-crown-colourcd beard, your prfect yellow.” He 
is now solicitous that the strings by \>hich the artificial beards 
were to be fkatened should be in go^ order. 

^ Prefemrei—noi in the sense of chosen In preference, but 
offered—^ a suit is preferred. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.—Atliens. Jn Apartment in the Palace 
of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, Lords, 
a7id Attendants. 

Hip. T is strange, my Theseus, tliat these lovei‘S 
speak of. 

The. More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 

Such shaping fantasies, tljat apprehend , 

More than cool reason ever compreliends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and tlie poet, 

Are of imagination all comjjact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold— 

That is the madman : the lover, all as frantic, 

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt : 

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven, 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to sliai}es, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 

That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 

It compreliends some bringer of that joy ; 

Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear ! 

Eip. But all the story of the night told over 
And all their minds trtmsfigur’d so together, 

More witnesseth than fancy’s images. 

And ffTOWS to something of great constancy s 
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J&;?<tfrLY8ANDBR, Dewbtrius, Hermia, and Helena. 

The, Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresli days of love, 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Lys, More than to ns 

Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed : 

The, Come now j what masks, what dan(;es, shall we 
have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours. 

Between our after-supper and bedtime? 

Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 

What revels are in handY Is there no play. 

To ease die anguish of a torturing hour i 
Call Philcstrate. 

PhUost. Here, mighty Tlieseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment* have you fur this 
evening? 

What mask, what music ? How sliall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight? 

PhiloBt There is a brief, how many swrts are rife; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first. 

[Giving a paper, 

Lys, [Reads.] “ The battle with the Centaurs, to be 
sung. 

By an Athenian eunuch to tlie harii.** 

The. We '11 none of that ; that liave I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 

Lys, “ Tiie riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.” 

The. That is an old device, and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

Lys. The thrice three Muses mourning for tlie death 
Of learning, late deceas’d in beggary.” 

■ Jbridment—fOsttme; somotbing that may etbridye '* the 
Uuy lime.'* This It one explanation. It U not, mthor— what 
ikm ihmg have you, of A)lav, or matk, or music ? 
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The, That is some satire, keen, and critical, 

Not sorting with a nu^ial ceremony. 

Lye. A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus, 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth.” 

The, Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 

That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow.* 

How shall we find the concord of tliis discord ? 

Philost, A play there is, my lord, some ten words long ; 
Which is as brief as I have Known a play ; 

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 

For Pyramus therein doth kdl himself. 

Which when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The, What are they that do play it? 

Philost Hard-handed men, tnat work in Athens here, 
Which never labour’d in their minds till now ; 

And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memoriei 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 

The, And we will hear it. 

Philost No, my noble lord, 

It is not for you : I have heard it over. 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world, 

^nless you can find sport in their intents,) 

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 

To do you service. 

I%e, I will hear that play ; 

For never anything can be amiss 

When simpleness and duty tender it 

Ck), bring them in ; and take your places, ladies, 

[ExU PsinotTRAXB. 

9 Sttow is a comem thing ; and. therefore, ** wonderou 
•traago’' Is suiOciently antiiaetioal— hot ice. and 
strange. 
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Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharg’d, 

And duty in bis service perishing. 

T7i0. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
thing. 

Hip. He says, they can do nothing in tliis kind. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for no- 
thing. 

Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 

And what poor duty cannot do, 

Noble respect takes it in might,* not merit 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Wliere I have seen them shiver and look pale, 

Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their practised accent in tlieir fears, 

And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke ofl^ 

Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome ; 

And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 

In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostbate. 

Philost So please your grace, the prologue is 
addressn.^ 

7^. Let him approach. [Flotirieh of trumpeli* 
Enter Prologue, 

Prd. If we offend, it is wltli our good will. 

Tliat you should think we come not to offend, 

But with good will. To show our simule skHl, 

That is the true beginning of our end.. 


* This if tioft used to express poicvr, but wUt^what 

me will for the deed. 

^AiwreifV— wady. 
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ConiKkr, ilteii, we come but is desjute* 

We do not come as minding to content you, 

Our true intent ia. All for your delight, 

We are not here. That you ahould hero repent you, 

The actors uro at hand ; and, by their show, 

You shall know all that you are like to know. 

The. This fellow dotli not stand upon points.* 

Lys, He hatli rid his prologue like a rough colt ; he 
knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : It is m»t 
enough to Bjreak, but to 8j)eak true. 

Hip. Indeed he hatli played on his prologue like a 
child on a recorder j a sound, but not in government 
The. His speech was like a tangled chain j notlting 
impaired, but all disordered. Wl*© is next? 

AVa/cr Ptramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion, an 
in dumb show, 

Prol. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show ; 

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 

This niiin is Pyiamus, if you would know ; 

This beauteous lady Thisby is, certiin. 

This man, with lime and rough cast, doth present 
Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder : 

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are conh'ut 
To whisper, at the which let wo man wonder. 

This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

Presenteth Moonshine: for, if you will know, 

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorii 
To meet at Nlnus’ tomb, there, there to woo. 

■ Tlte Prologue is very carefully mts pointed in the original 
editions— a tangled chain j nothing impaired, but all dis- 
ordered.'* Ha4 the fellow stood *' upon points’* it would have 
read thus 

If we offeud, it is with our good will 
That you should think we come not to olTend ; 

But with good will to show' our simple skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Consider then* We come : but in despite 
We do not come. As, minding to content you, 

Car true intent is all for your delight. 

We ore not here Uiat you should here repent yon. 

The actors are at hand ; and. by their show, 

Yon shall know all that you are like to know/* 
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Thl« grisly Iwast, which by name Lion hlglit, 

' The trusty Tlilsby, coming flrst by night, 

Did scare away, or rather did affright ; 

And. as she fled, her mantle she did fall 
Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain : 

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall, 

And finds hi< trusty 'niisby’s mantle slain ; 

Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

He bravely bvoacli’d liis boiling bloody breast; 

And, 'fhisby tanking in mulberry sliade, 

His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 

Let Lion, ^Moonshine, Wall, and lo' era twain, 

At large discourse, while here they do remain. 

[Exeunt Prol., Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine 

77ie. I wonder, if tbe lion be to speak. 

Dem, No wonder, my lord ; one lion may, when 
many asses do. 

fFall. In this same interlude, it doth befall. 

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 

And such a w'all as I would have you think, 

That had iu it a cranny’d hole, or chink, 

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 

Did whisper often very secretly. 

This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone doth show 
That I am tlmt same wall ; the truth is so : 

And thb the cranny is, rigid and sinister, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper. 

The, Would you desire lime and hair to speak bettor 1 
Dem, It is the wittiest partition that ever I beard 
discourse, my lord. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall ; silence. 

Enter PvBAMtri. 

Pyr. 0 grim-look’d night 1 0 night w ith hue so black 1 

0 nighi, which ever art when day is not 1 
0 night. 0 night, alack, alack, alack, 

1 fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot 

And thou, 0 wall, thou sweet and lovely wall, 

That stands between her father's ground and mine *, 

Thou wall, 0 wall, 0 sweet and lovely wall, 

Show me thy chink, fo blink through witli mine eyne. 

• [Wall holds vp htsfiti^i. 


• Fa/f— used actively. 
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HiankB, courteouB wall : Jove shield tW well for this t ^ •' 
But what see I ? No Thiihy do I see. 

0 wicked wall, througli whom 1 see no hlissj 
Curs'd be thy stones for thus decelviug me ! 

The, The wall, methinks, being sensible, should 
curse again. 

Bot. No, in truth, sir, he should not " Deceiving 
me ” is Thisby’s cue : she is to enter now, and I am to 
spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will fall 
pat as I told you : — Yonder she comes. 

Enter Trisbk. 

Ths, 0 wall, full often hast thou heard my moans, 

For parting ray fair Pyramus and me : 

My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones ; 

%y stones with lime end hair knit up in tliee. 

Pyr. I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 

To spy an I can hear my ThUby’s face. 

Thisljy 1 

Tint. My love 1 thon art my love, I tliink. 

Pyr, Think what thou wilt. I am thy lover's grace ; 

And like Limander am I trusty still. 

Th», And I like Helen, till the fates me kUl. 

^r. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true. 

2%fi. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 

Pyr, O, kiss me through the hole of this vile wall. 

Tm, I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me straightway ? 
This. Tide life, 'tide death, 1 come wiUiout dmay. 

Wall, Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so; 

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go, 

[Exemt Waij., Pyramus, and Thisbe. 

The, Now is the mural down between the two neigh- 
liours. 

Dm, No remedy, my lord, when walls are w wil|al 
to hear without warning. 

Hip, This is the silliest stuff that e^er 1 heard. 

The, The best in this kind are but shadows ; and the 
wont are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Eip^ Jt must be your imagination, then, and not 
tkirs. 

The, If we imagine no worse of them than they of 
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them$elve% they may pa«s for excellent men. Here 
come two noble beasts in, a man and a lion. 

, Suter Lion and Moonshi^i. 

Xfos. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear 

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps ofi floor, 

May now, perchance, both quake and tremble hare. 

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am 

A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam : 

For if I should as lion come in strife 

Into this place, 't were pity of my life. 

The» A very gentle beast, and of a good con- 
science. 

Dem, The very best at a beast, my lord, that e’er I 
•aw. 

Lys, This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

The, True ; and a goose for his discretion. 

Dem. Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot carry 
his discretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 

The, His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his 
valour ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is well : 
leave it to his discretion, and let us hearken to the 
moon. 

Mom. This lantern doth the homed moon present. 

Dem. He should have worn the horns on his h^d. 

The, He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within die circumference. 

Mom, This lantern doth the homed moon present ; 

Myself the man i’ th’ moon do seem to be. 

2^, This is the greatest error of all the rest; the 
man rixmld be put into the lantern : How is it else the 
man i’ the moon 7 

Dem, He dares not come there for the candle : for, 
you se^ it is already in snuff. 

nip* I am weary of this mowi : Would he would 
change. 

7%$* It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
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tliat he is in the wane t but yet, in courtesy, in all rea* 
'•on, we must stay the time. 

Lys, Proceed,- Moon. 

Mom, All that I have to aay ia, to tell you, that the lantern 
is the moon; l,thc roan in the moon; tlii$ thorn-bush* my 
thorn-bosh ; and this do;;* my dog. 

Dem, Why, all these should be in the lantern j for 
they are in die moon. But, silence ; here comes Thisbe. 

Enter Tiiisbe. 

Thit, Tliis ii old Ninny’s tomb : Where is my love ? 

J,ion. Oh—. * [The Lion joarj.— Thisbe runs ^ 

J)em, Well roared, lion. 

The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon. Truly, the moon sliines 
with a good grace. 

Tlte. Well moused, lion. 

[The Lion tears Thisbe’! mantle^ and cjtiu 

Bern. And then came Pyramus. 

Lys. And so the lion vanished. 

Enter Pyeamus. 

Pyr. Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams ; 

I thank thee, moon, for sldning now so bright; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glitiei ing slreams, 

I trust to taste of truest Thisby’s sight. 

But slay O 8\>lte I 
But mark Poor knight, 

What dreadful dole is here ? 

E\ es, do you see ? 

How can it he ? 

O dainty duck 1 0 dear I 
Thy mantle good, 

What, st'iin’d with blood ? 

Approach, ye fnrles fell ! 

O fates 1 come, come; 

Cut ihread and thrum ; 

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell I 

The. Tills passion, and die deadi of a dear fiiend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 
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Jtip. Bealirew my lieart, but I pity the man. 

Pyr. 0, whcrcftire, nature. didHt thou lions frame ? 

Since lion ^ile hath here deflour’d my dear : 

Which U— -no, no — which was tlio faiiest dame, 

That liv'd, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d With cheer. 
Come, tears, confound ; 

Out, sword, and wound 
Tlie nap of Pyramus : ' 

Av, that left pap 
\Vhere heart doth hop 
Thuii die I, thus, Ihus, thuF. 

Now am I dead, 

Now am I fled; 

My soul is in the sky : 

Tongue, lose thy light I 
Moon, take Ihy flight ! 

Now die, die, die, die, die. [Diea, — Exit Mooxshink, 
Dem. No die, but an ace, lor him j for he is but 
one. 

Lys. Less tlian an ace, man j for he is dead ; he is 
nothing;. 

T/i€, With the help of a surgeon, he might yet recover, 
anil prove an ass. 

Ilip. How cliance Moonshine is gone, before ThisW 
comes Itack and finds her lover ? 

She will find him by starlight. — Here she 
comes i and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbk. 

nip. Melhinks, she sliould not use a long one for 
such a Pyramus : I hope she will l)e brief. 

Dem> A mote will turn the balance, wltich Pyramus, 
which Thisbe, is the better. 

Lys. She hath spied him already with tliose sweet eyes. 
Deni, And thus she moans, videlicet 

This, Asleep, -my love ? 

Wlmt, dead, my dove ? 

0 Pyramu»* arise. 

Speak, speak. Quite dumb I 
iWi, dealt? A tomb 
Must cover tby sweet 
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These lily lips, 

This cherry nose, 

These yellow cowslip cheeks, 

Are gone, are gone : 

Lovers, make moan I 
His' eyes were green as leeks. 

0 sisters three. 

Come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk ; 

Lay them in gore, 

Since you have shore 
With shears his thread of silk. 

Tongue, not a word : 

Como, trusty sword ; 

Come, blade, my breast imbrue *. 

And farewell, friends ; 

Thus Thisbe ends : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. D/es, 

The* Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 

Bern* Ay, and Wall too. 

Bot No, 1 assure you ; the wall is down that prted 
their fathers. Will it please you to see the epilogue, 
or to hear a Bergomask* dance, between two of our com- 
pany f 

The* No gtilogue, I pray you ; for your play needs 
no excuse. Never excuse ; for when tlie players are all 
dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that 
writ it had played Pyramus, and hanged himself in 
Thisbe’s garter, it would have been a fine tragedy : and 
so it is, truly ; and very notably discharged. But corner 
your Bergomask : let your epilogue alone. 

[Here a dance of Clowns. 
The iron ton^e of midnight bath told twelve 
Lovers to bed : ’t is almost fairy time. 

1 fear we shall outsleep the coming mom, 

As much as we this night have overwatched. 

This palpable-gross play hath well beguil’d 
The heavy gait of night — Swe^ friends, to bed.— 

* An Italian dance, after the manner of the poasaott of Ber- 
gomasco. 
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A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 
Enter Puck. 

Puck* Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. 

Now tlie wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud, 

Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a shroud. 

Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 

Every one lets forth his sprite. 

In the church-way paths to glide ; 

And we fairies, that do run 
By the triple Hecate’s ® team, 

From the presence of the sun, 

Following dwkness like a dream, 

Now are frolic j not a mouse 
Sliall disturb this hallow’d house ; 

I am sent, with broom before. 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Eiitm* Obkhon and UrsATHik, with their Train, 

Obe. Through the house give glimmering light, 

By dead and drowsy fire ; 

Every elf, and fairy snrit^ 

Hon as light as bird from brier;; 

And mis ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it, trippingly. 

* Marlowe, Middleton, and Golding also use B^u as a diS- 
lyEiblfl. In Spenser and Joneon we And HSc^U. 
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Tita, First, rehearse lliis song by rote : 

To each word a warbling note, 

Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 

Will we sing, and bless tliis place. 

SONQ; AND DANCK. 

Obe, Now, until tlie break of day, 

Througli this house each fairy stray. 

To the bt’st bride-))ed will we, 

Which by us sliall blessed be : 

And the issue there create 
Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the coujdes tlirce 
Ever true in loving bo; 

And tlie blots of Nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 

Nor mark prodigious, suclr as are 
Despised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be. 

With lliis field-dew consecrate, 

Every fairy take his gait;' 

And each several chamber bless, 

Through tliis palace with sweet peace ; 

Ever shall in safety rest, 

And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away ; 

Mate no stay ; 

Meet me all by break of day. 

[Exeunt Oberon, Titania, and Train, 
Puck* If we shadows have offended, 

Think but this, (and all is mended,) 

That you liave but slumber’d here, 

While these visions did appear. 

And this weak and idle tlieme, 

No more yielding but a dream, ‘ , 
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GfDtks, io not reprabcnd ; 

If you pardon, we will mend. 

as 1 am an honest Puck, 

If we have unearned luck 
Now to ’scare the serpent’s icmpie, 

Vfe will make ameuds, ere long i 
Else the Puck a liar call. 

So, good night unto you all. 

Gi?e me your hands," if we l)e friends. 

And Rohm shall reirtore amends. \ExU, 
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* The Tauinq op thk Shrbw ’ was first printed in tlie 
folio coUection of Shalcspere’s Plays in 1623. In 1594 
• ^ A plesant conceited Historic called the Taming of a 
Shww ’ was prmted. This play, it is thought, preceded 
ShaVspere’s * Taming of ihe Shrew.* This comedy of 
•ome unknown author opens with an Induction, the 
characters of which are a Lord, Slie, a Tapster, Page, 
Players, and Huntawnen. The mcidents are precisely 
the same as those of the play which we call ShakspereV 
The scene of * The Taming of a Shrew * is l^d at 
Athens } that of Shakspere*! at Padua. The Athens of 
the one and the Padua of the other are resorts of learn- 
ing. Alfonso, a merchant of Athens, (the Baptista of 
Skakq^ere,) has three daughters, K&te, Exnelia, md 
Phylema. Aurelius, son of the Duke of Ceitus (Sestos), 
is eiHUuoured of one, Folidor of another, andPerando 
(the Petrucio of Shsdupere) of Kate, the Shrew. The 
iMchant hath sworn, before he will allow his two 
yovmgtx daughto to be addressed by suitors, that 
** His eldest dsaghtar fiist iheU be espimi’d.’' 
iro^ of Kate by Fenmdo is exactly in the same 
apiiit ^ ^ wooing by Petrucio; so is ^ marHsge ; 
m ^ tenten entertaimnec^ oi the kide in Fetaa^d'ii 
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couutiy-hoase; io the scetie with the Tailor and Ha-* 
b«rdasber| lo the prostrate obedience of the tamed 
i^ttew. The tinder-pbt, however, is different But all 
parties are ultimately happy and pleased ; and the eo- 
medy ends with the wager, as in Shakspere, about the 
obedience of the several wives. This undoubted re- 
Ambiance involves some necessity for conjecture, with 
very little guide from evidence. The first and most 
obvious hypothesis- is, that ‘ The Taming of a Shrew * 
was an older play than Shakspere’s ; and that he bor- 
rowed from that comedy. But we propose another 
theory. Was there not an older play than t The Taming 
of a Shrew,’ which furnished the main plot, some of the 
characters, and a small part of the dialogue, both to the 
' author of ^ The Taming of a Shrew ’ and the author of 
^ The Taming of the Shrew V This play we may be- 
lieve, without any violation of fact or probability, to 
have been used as the rude material for both authors 
to work upon. Whether the author or improver of the 
jday printed in 1594 be Marlowe or Greene (to each of 
whom the comedy has been assigned), there can be 
little question as to the -characteristic raperiority of 
Bhak^^’t work. ^ 

But (here is a third theory — fiiat of TJeck-*that 
Taming of a Shrew’ was a youthful work of 
himself. To our minds that play is totally 
from the imagery and the versification ^ 
3jaki|)ere. 

B^n^peee’s ^ Taming of the Shrew’ was prodoosA 
age* tamed eadi ofrter by frw 
and thf %ot; parents tamed their childten by! 
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fte rod tbe fenil^ ds they stood or kiielt va trem* 
hiing sihioce before those who had given them life; 
sud, alihoagh England was then called the paradise 
o( wom%” and, as opposed to the treatment of horses, 
they were treated ** obsequiously,^’ husbands thought 
that “ taming,” after the maimer of Petrucio, by oaths 
and starvation, was a commendable fashiim. 

We axe — ^the happier our fortune— living in an a^e 
when this practice oi Petrucio is not universally consi- 
dered orthodox ; and we owe a great deal to him who 
has exhibited the secrets of the “ taming school ” with 
•0 much spirit in this comedy, for the better belief of 
our age, that violence is not to be subdued by violence. 
Pardon be for him, if, treading in the footsteps of some 
predecessor whose sympathies with the peaceful and the 
beautiful were immeasurably inferior to his own, and 
sacrificing something to the popular appetite, he should 
have made the husband of a froward woman ** kill her 
in her own humour,” and bring her upon her ktajea to 
the abject obedience of a revolted but penitent slave 

“ A foul contending rebel, 

And gracelew traitor to her loving lord.*’ 

Pardon for him t If there be one reader of Shaksperc, 
and especially If diat reader be a female, who cherishes 
tmmixed indignation when Petrucio, in his triumph, 
exclaims— 

He Uiat knows better how to tame t shrew, 

Now kt him speak 

are would. say, ~^the iadignatiop whidi you feel, and in 
which thousands sympathise, belongs to the age in 
which live ; bul the principle of justice, and of 
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juidee to women above al]^ which it eprmgi^ to 
betai established^ more than by any other leis<mi of kh 
tnan origin, by him who has now moved your auger. 
It is to nim ftat woman owes, more than to any otte 
human authmity, the popular elevation of the fenumne 
^oWacter, by the most matchless delineations of iti 
, purity, its faith, its disinterestedness, its tenderness, its 
heroism, its union of intellect and sensibility. It is he 
that, as long as the power of influencing mankind by 
high thoughts, clothed in the most exquisite languagf, 
toll endure, will preserve the ideal elevation of women 
pure and unassailalde iiom the attacks of coarseness or 
libertinism, — ay, and even from the degradation of to 
example of the crajfly and worldly-minded of toir own 
•ex “for it is be that has delineated to ingenuous and 
trusting Imogen, to guileless Perdita, the impaBsi(med 
Juliet, the heart-stricken but loving Desdemoiia, the 
generous and courageous Portia, the unconquerable 
Isabella, to playful Rosalind, the world-unknowmg 
Uinmda. Shakspere may have exhibited one flroward 
woman wrongly tamed; but who can estimate to 
number of those from wbcrm his all-penetrating infin* 
ence has averted to curse of being toward f 
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Baptists, a rich gentleman of Padua, 

JLpptaret Act I. so. 1. Act II. so. 1. Act III. sc. 9, 

Act IV. sc. A Act y. so. 1 i so. 3. 

ViNCBNTio, an old gentleman of Fisa, 

Appear$t Act lY. so. 5. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Lccentio, ion to Ylnoentio, in love with Bianca. 
4ppe(!trtf Act I. sc. 1 ; so. 3. Act II. sc. 1. Aot III. so. 1 j so. 1 
Act IV. so. 3 ; 80 , A Act V, sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

PiCTEUCiO, a gentleman of Verona, a suitor to 
Kathanna. 

Appears, Aot I. so. 3. Act II. sc. I. Aot ni. so. 2. Act JY. 
so. 1; sc. d ; sc. 5. Act Y. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. 

Gkehio, a suitor to Bianca. 

Appears, Act L so. 1 ; sc. 3. Act II. so. I. Aot m. so. 3. 
Act Y. 80 , 1 ; sc. 2. 

Hoatbnsio, a euilor to Bianca. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; so. 2. Act U. so. 1. Aot III. sc. 1 ; 
M. 3. Aot lY. BO. 3 i so. 2 ; lo. 5. Aot Y. so. 2. 

Tjukio, sarvaxt to Lnccntio. 

App^trs, Act L so, U so. 3. Act II. so. 1. Aot m. sc. 3. 
AetIV. sc. 3; so. A Act Y. so. 1 ; so. 3. 

BidNMXO, servant to Lnoentio. 

App^t Act 1. ac. 1 ; 3. Act II. so. 1. Act III. so, H 

V ACtlY^ sc. 3; so. A Act V. so.1} sc. 3 
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OuUKio, servant to Petrucio, 

. Apptartf Act 1. 80 . 2. Aet HI. sc. 2. Act IV, «i. 1 i iC. I. . 
ActV. 8C.2. 

CuETis, servant to Petrucla 
AppearSt Act IV, sc. 

Pedant, an old fellow set up to personate Vincentio. 
Appearst Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 4. Act V. so. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Katharina, the shrew daughter to Baptifta, 
Appears^ Act I. sc, 1. Act IL sc. 1. Act TIL sc. 2. Act 'IV, 
8C. 1 ; 80 . 8 ; sc. 5. Act V. sc. 1 ; so. 2. 

Bianca, sister to KAtharina, and daughter to 
Baptiata. 

Appears^ Aot I. sc. 1. Act 11. sc. 1. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc. 2, 
Act IV. BC, 2. Act V. 8C. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Widow. 

Appears^ Act V. sc. 2. 

Tailor^ Haberdasher^ and Sen'anfs attending on 
Baptista and Petrucio, 


8 CE,VE-~Sometime8 in Padua ; and sometimes Iji 
pEXftucio's House in the Counirt. 




THE 


TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


INDUCTION. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

A Lord. 

CifiturroPfrxR Sr.T, a drunken Tinker, 

Huttettf Page, Players t Huntsmen, and uihcr Servant a. 


SCENE I. — Before an Alehome on a Heath. 
Enter Hostess and Blx, 

Sip. I ’ll pheese * you, in fisuth. 

Hoit A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

8lp* y ’ are a baggage ; the Slys are no Vogues : Look 
m toe chronicles, we came in with Richard Conqueror. 
Therefore, paucae pallabria ; ^ let the world slide ; 
Seeea! 

Boot. You will not pay for the glasses you have 
burst?* 

Sip. Noj not a denier : Go — by S. Jercmimy — Go to 
diy cold bed, and warm thee. 

* Tfmm. Gifford affirmi that this i« a eommon word ia th« 

vast of meanittK to beat, to chastise, to humble. 

* pallabris*-feoai pallftbrae—fiw words, as they have 

in Semi ia the same way. is the oessa of dte Spaniards 
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Mmt, I laww my Tem<^y, I must go fotcJi ^ iltitd? 

. [JEspi^. 

Sly* Third, or fburth, or fifth borough, I ’ll aoswei 
Idtn by law : I *11 not budge an inch, boy ; let him com^ 
and kindly4 [Lies down mi the ground^ and falls asksgi. 

Wind Homs* Enter a Lord from hunting, with hit 
Train* 

Lord* Huntsman, I charge Ihee, tender well my 
hounds ; 

Brach ^ Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss’d ; 

And couple Clowder with tlie deep-mouth 'd brach. 
Saw’st diou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
- At the hedge comer, in the coldest fault f 
I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Belman is as good As he, my lord ; 
He cried upon it at die merest loss, 

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent : 

Trust me^ 1 take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool ; if Echo were as fleet, 

I would esteem him worth a dozen such. 

But sup them well, and look unto them all ; 

To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun* I will, my lord. 

Lord. What *s here! one dead, or drunks See, 
doth he breathe! 

2 Httn* He breathes, ray lord ; W'ere he not warm’d 

with ale, 

This wm a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

^ petty eoQstable^ recent timet. 

4o have becoa peculiiur to Warwiokshire : ' ** There are in severu 
eotttttiee of this realm other officers; that is, by odier iHiet.hwf 
no t much inferior to oar constables; as, In Warw)ck^!rei « 

j In * Lear ' Shalupere uses fids word as ixidioiiti^ 

^ a partioular speclea. But he in other places 
It m ws^ Indioatad (a an old book on sports, The 

Itsdwaaon.’-**" Ahnuk is a mamriy'Wmt fbr idi 
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Lord^ 0 monitrous beast I bow like a ewine be Iteel 
Orim death, how foul and loathsome is thine imagel 
Sirs, 1 wiH practise on Ibis drunken man. 

Wbat think you, if he were convey’d to bed, 

Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his dngen, 

A must delicious banquet by his bed, 

And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 

Would not the beggar then forget hims<df ? 

1 Sun. Bdieve me, brd, I Siink he cannot choose. 

2 It would seem strange unto him when he 
wak’d. 

Lot'd. Even as a flattering dream, or worthless fency, 
Then take him up, and manage well the jest : 

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber, 

And hang it roimd with all my wanton pictures : 

Balm bis foul head in warm distilled wateis, 

And bum sweet ^?ood to make the lodging sweet i 
PfQCure me music ready when he wakes, 

To m^e a dulcet and a heavenly sound, 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 

And, with a low submissive reverence, 

Say, — ^Wbat is it your honour will command i 
Let one attend him with a silver bason, 

IHill of rose-water, and bestrew ’d witii flowers; 

Another bear the ewer, the tliird a diaper, 

And say,— Will ’t please your loidship cool your 
hands) 

Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

AxrI ask him what ajppatel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of ms hounds and hone, 

And that his lady mourns at his disease : 

Patfuade him that he hath been lunatic ; 

AqA when be says he is say, that he dreamif, 

For be Is nothing but a mi^ty lord. 

he -lljedsrirU hero clearly tetwded 

B it as \tihb lord had " Ana wlM he 
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Thtt 4di, and do it kindly,* gentle sirs ; 

It will 4)6 pastime passing excellent, 

. If it be husbanded with modesty. 

;1 Bun, My lord, I warrant yo% we ’ll play nor paii^ 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, 

He is no less than what we say he is. 

Zord, Take him up gently and to bed with him ; 
And each one to his office, when he wakes. 

[•Some dear out Sly. A trumpet sowwis. 
Sirrah, go see wliat trumpet ’t is that sounds : 

[Exit Servant 

Belike, some noble gentleman, that means, 

Travelling some journey, to repose him here. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

How now t who is it i 

Serv, An ’t please your honour, players, 

That offer service to your lordsliip. 

Lord, Bid tliem coma near. 

Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are welcome. 

Players. We thank your honour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me tennightt 
2 PUty. So please your lordbhip to accept our duty. 
Lord, Wife all my heart, — ^This fellow I remember, 
Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son ; — 

*r was where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well ; 

I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d. ^ 

1 Play. 1 think, ’t was Soto.that your honour means 
Lord, ’T is very true ; — thou didst it excellent - 7 - 
. |V«l^,,ypu are come to me in hajjpy time,* 

The richer fisr I have imne sport in hand, 

WW^ your conning can assist me much. 

Is a lord will bear you play topflight: 

* ^fttornUy, 
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But I am doubtful of your modesties ; 
overlying of his odd bebaviour, 

? **(» yet hie honour never heard a play,) 
ou brealt mto some merry passion, 

And so offend him ; for I tell you, eirs, 

If you should smile, he grows impatient. 

1 F/ay, Fear not, my lord ; we can contain our- 
selves, 

Were he the veriest antic in the world. 

Zord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery 
And give them friendly welcome every one : 

Let them want nothing that my house affords. — 

[Exeuni Servant and Players 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew, my page, [To a Servant. 
And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him madam, do him obeisance. 

Tell him from me, as he will win my love, 

He bear himself with honourable action, 

Sudi as be hath observ’d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let him do, 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 

And say, —What is ’t yout honour will commaj»*l, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 
ifay show her duty, and make known her Wet 
And then, wi^ kind embracements, tempting kisses, 
And with declining head into his bosom, 

Sid him died tears, as being overjoy’d 
To aw her noble lord restor u to health, 

WhOf ftw ffiis seven years, hatia esteemed him 
, Kq better than a poor and loathsome beggar ; 

. And if die boy have not a woman’s gift, 
xmn a showar (^commanded 
An onw wiU do in 51 for su^ 

' Which m a Mpltin being cloee convey’d, 

11^1 hi deVito a watery eye. 
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Bee to 46Bpatch'd wi& all &e baete tou canrtj 
^ Anon 111 give to more instructiOTS, [JSa;i/ Servant 
I kto boy will well uiurp the grace, 

V Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

\ I hmg call drunkard husband ; 

themselves from laughter, 
they do homage to thi* • ^ ,v t>eaaant. 

in to counsel them: haply, mppJhj* ^ 

May well abate the over-merry spleen, ^ 

Which otherwise would grow into ertremdS. [Emt/it, 


SCENE 11.—^ Bedchamber in the Lord^e Uotm. 


Slt is dieoovered in a rich ni^ht-gown^ mth Attend- 
ants j some with apparel^ others with basin, enter, 
and other appurtenances. Enter Lord, dressed Uhe 
a servant. 

Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ala 

1 Serv. Will ’t please your lordship drink a of 

sackf 

2 Serv. Will ’t please your honour taste of these 

conserveaf 

3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to-day I 

1 am Christophero Sly. Call not me boitoijr* 
nor lordship; I ne’er drank sack in my lifej and if 
you give me anv conserves, give me conserves at beefs 
Ne’er ^k me wrwt raiment I 11 wear; for I have no 
more doublets than backs, no more stockings than legs, 
nor no more shoes than feet ; nay, sometime, more hei 
; ton shoes, or such shoes as my toes look through to 
swerleather. 

, Seav<m cease this idle humour in your honour ? 
Wtol would jKW make pv mad ? Am not 
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Christofdier old S\f$ iosi, of » hy 

A pedkr, W educatm a card-foaker, by tiam« 
mutatm a beia^beixif and now by present profession a 
iinketf Ask Marian Haoket, the tat alo-wifs of Win- 
cot,^ if she know me not : if she say 1 am not fourteen 
pence on the score for sheer ale^ score me up for the 
lyingert knave in Christendom. What ! I am not be- 
•t«H^t :• Hew ’s^— 

1 Serv. 0, this it is that makes your lady mourn. 

V 2 Sst'v, 0, this it is that makes your servants droop. 
Lord, Hence comes it that your kindred shun your 
house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

0, noble lord, bethi^ thee of &y birth ; 

CW home thy ancient thoughts from banishment, 

Axid banish hoice these abject lowly dreams. 
hock how thy servants do att^d on thee^ 

Each in his office ready at ffiy beck. 

Wilt thou have music f hark 1 Apollo plays, [A/«.vic. 
And twenty caged nightingales do smg : 

Or wilt thou sleep ! we ’ll have thee to a couch, 

Softer and sweet^ tlian the Itiitiul bed 
Cbi purpose trimm’d up ffir Semiramis. 

Say, thou wilt walk : we will bestrew die ground ; 

Or wilt ffiou ridel thy hon« sliall be trajjp'd, 

Their harness studded all wkh ^Id and pearl. 

Dust thou love hawking! thou hast hawks will soar 

« B^ton-on the-Heatb is a small village on the liordenof 
Warwiekidiiie and Ostbididiire. In * Domet^y Hook,* according 
to Dttg^, it is wrhtea that the UiirUm ot tlie 

fcBStt flHty be correct* 

^ We Wieve ibst Jn this passi^, si in ‘ Henry IV., P, rt IT 
the fd*ee to wbhdi S^ksitere auudet is the hamlet of 
pau, abeieaUy WyhoyBOote. about three miks to the Dorffi of 
Etratfiovd* ia % psnah of AAon GanHow. WUmeeoie is e 
vmage a few bid bonset, amongst whoa# se> 
eluded midt our pbeti no doubt, pasted many of his 
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AWe lihe morning lark : Or wilt thou hunt f 
luHlndg shall make the welkin anawer thetOi 
And fetch shrill echoes from die hollow earth. 

1 JSere. Say, thou wilt course; thy greyhounds am 

as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, deeter than the roe. 

2 Sert* Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch thee 

straight 

Adonis, minted by a running brook ; 

And Oymerea all in sedges Md, 

Winch seem to move and wjmton with her breath, 

Kven as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. We *11 show thee lo, as she was a maid ; 

And bow she was beguiled and surpris'd, 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

3 Serv* Or Daphne, roaming through a thon^ wood; 
Scratching her legs that one shall swear she ble^ : 

And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are ^wn. 

Lord, Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 

Tiiou liast a lady far more beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv, And, till the tears that she hath shed for thee, 
Like envions floods o'er-ran her lovely face, 

She was the &ireft creature in the world ; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sly, Am 1 a lord? and have 1 such a l»dy? 

Or do I dream, or have 1 dream'd till now 1 
1 do not sleep : 1 se^ 1 hear, I speak ; 

I ftmdl sweet savours, and I feel soft things 
ITpon my life, I am a lor^ indeed; 

An^ not a tinker, nor Christopher 3y. 
om lady hither to 

An^ enoe again, a ^ o* the smallest alt 

WUl ’t please your mightiness to waA yim 

<m ewsr, Josia, nt^l^ 
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0, bow we joy to see your wit restor'd ! 

^ ibat OQoe more you knew but whet you are! 
iWe fifteen years you have been in a dream ; 

Or, you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept 
Sfy. These fifteen years? by my fay, a goodly 
nap. 

But did I never speak of all that time? 

I $erv, 0 yes, my lord ; but very idle words 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamlier, 

Tet would you say ye were beaten out of door : 

And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 

And say, you would present her at the leet, 

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal'd quarts r* 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket* 

Sip. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house. 

8 Serv. Why, sir, you know no house, nor no such 
maid ; 

Nor no such men as you have reckon’d up,— 

As Stgdien Sly, and Old John Naps of Greece^ 

And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpemell j 
And twenty more such nama and men as these, 

Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sfy. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
AU. Amen. 

Sip. I thank thee ; thou shalt not lose by it. 

Enter the Page, a$ a ladpy with Attendants. 

- Page. How fares my noble Iwd? 

Slp^ Marry, I fere well ; for here is cheer enough. 
Where if my wife? 

Pape* Her^ noble lord. What is thy will with her ? 
An you my wife, and Will not call me husband! 
My mefi ^ ^ ^ your goodmaiE 

At fee tmt ue mrt-Uei, of a manor, the Jnry prcfeeted 
feose uMd felM wvisbtt and maafufet; sad. sntooi^ 
^ fidsls-wifaof Wiaeot,'* naadi««l 
sTWiipir eaiW^ ihitesd aiihtmieim lioeaiid fsan. 
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Pagt, My huiband and my lord, my lord and 
husband ; 

1 am your wife in all obedience. 

$ly. I know it well : What mast I call lier? 
lird* Madam. 

Al'ce madam, or Joan madam ? 

Lord, Madam, and nothing else; so lords call ladies. 
Sly* Madam wife, they say that I have dream’d, 
And slept above some dfteen year or more. 

Poge* Ay, and tlte time seems thirty unto me ; 
Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Sly* T is mucli. Servants, leave me and her ahme. 
Madam, imdress you, and come now to bed. 

Page* Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two ; 

Or, if not so, until the sun be set ; 

For your physicians have expressly charg’d. 

In peril to incur ynur fhnner mahuly, 

That I should yet absent xn4 from your bed : 

1 hope, this reason stands for my excuse. 

Sly, Ay, it stai^ so, that 1 may hardly tarry bo 
lon^. But I would be loth to fall into my drc^s 
again. I will therefore tarry, in despite of the flesh and 
the blood. 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. Tour honour’s players, hearing your amend- 
ment, 

Are oooae to play a tdeasant comedy, 

For 10 your doctors hold it very meet ; 

too much sadness hath congeal’d yonr blaod 
And melaiicholy is die nurse of fiwy, 

1!Wie£»%they tboiigld: it you hear a play, 

Aod dwne your mind to mirth and merriment, 

Widdh haM a thousand harms, imd lengthens litb. 

JS^. I will let them play ; Is it not a cops-* \ 
iieis% gambol, or a tumblh^ick t 
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Page* No, my good lord } it is more pleasing stuff, 
5%. Wliat, household stuff! 

Puffe* It is a kmd of history^ 

Sly. Well, we ’ll see ’t : 

Come, madam wife, sit by my side, 

And let tlie world slip ; we sliall ne'er be younger.* 

l^'rhey sit dowth 

4 ^. 

• We print these lines as in the original, where they stand as 
verse. Are they not a portion of an old song, and intended to 
be Btmgl 
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[Asst 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Padua. A public Place, 

Entei' Lucbntio and Tbanio^ 

Luc. Tranio, since, for the great desire I had 
To sec fair Padua, nursery of arts, 

I am arriv’d for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father's love and leave, am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good company, 

My trusty servant, well approv’d in all 5 
Here let us breathe, and haply • institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious studies. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and my father first, 

A merchant of great trafiHc through the world, 
Vinccntio^ come of the Bentivolii. 

Vincentio’s son, brought up in Florence 
It shall become;, to serve all conced’d, 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds 
And therefore, Tranio, ht the time I study, 

Virtue, and ti^t part of philoso^^y 
Will 1 araly, that treats of hairiness 
By virtue ^s^ially to be achiev’d. 

Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left, 

Ami am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep, 

And wi^ satiety se^ to quench his thirst 

• the sense of pfo6o6/tf. 

^ Fiia isve me my being, and also first jipive my fhther being 
fbmer wu Vtooeotio, kc. It shall become VtnrvoUes 
Mi, that be may fulfil the hopes oonoetved Of him, to deek bla 

llbwiewl^ hi* virtuous 
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IVo. Mipetimate, gentk mast^ min«^ 

I an^ in all ^Sscted as yanrsslf; 

Glad that you thus contkuw your resolve 
To sudt the iweets of sweet plnlosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
ThU virtue^ and this moral discipline, 

Let ^1 be no itmcs, nor no stocb, 1 pray ; 

Or w devote to Aristotle’s checks, 

As Ovid be an outcast ^uite al^’d : 

Bdk • bgic with acquamtance that yon have, 

And practise rhetoric in your common talk : 

Music and poay use to quicken you ; 

The mathematics, and the metaphysics, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you \ 

No profit pows where is no pleasure ta'en ; — 

In biel^ sir, study whal you most affe*it 

Gramercies, Tranio^ well dost thou advise. 

It Kondello, thou wert come ashore, 

We could at once put us in readiness ; 

And take a lodging, fit to ^tertain 
Such triends as time in Padua shall 
But stay awhile : What company is tliis 1 
Tm, Master, some show, to welcome us to towa. 


Entsr Baptista, Kathaeina, Bianca, Gaaiito, nnd 
Hoxtsnsio. Luobntio and Tranio stofid osMis. 

Bqp. Gentlemen, importune me no farth^ 

For how I firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is, not to bestow ray youngest daugbta« 

Befom I have a husband fiw die elder : 

If ci you both love Katharina, 


* AaZI« lyaole draws a diifinc^on between the dry sad the 
agp^h)eofaolihsrriMieneee« logio-*’peM over 

pfiMStiM rhrtofiii wb ttJfliiMiWy 
(ka fia tspfiiasie seme of rmirtiag lo 
satt^dad poebrftoq'dohen you^ but ftdlto ns 
w art ii t fe yrici as j&d dnd your istdioaden Oma* 
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Because I kfiow you well, and love you well, 

Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure. 

Gre. To cart her rather : She ’s too rougli for me : 
Tliere, there, Hoiiensio, will you any wife ? 

Kath. I pray you, sir, \to Bap.] is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? “ 

llor. Mates, maid ! how mean you tliat ? no mates 
for you. 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould, 

Kath. r faith, sir, you shall never need to fear ; 

I wis, it is not half way to her heart : 

But, if it were, doubt not her care should l>e 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool. 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Bor. From all such devils, good Lord, deliver us ! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord ! 

Tra, Husli, master! here is some goml pastime 
toward ; 

That wench is stark marl, or wonderful froward. 

Luc. But in the other's silence do I see 
Maids’ mild beliaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra, Well said, master; mum! and gaze your 
fill. 

Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not disidease thee, good Blanca ; 

For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat 't is best 
Put finger in the eye — an she knew why. 

Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. 

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 

“ A is R thing rta//ei--expoBed for common wile. Bap* 
has oifert'd Katharina to Gremio and Hortonsio, ** either 
of you;” and she is justly indignant at l)eing set up for the 
Indding of tliese companions, 
b B«rt~^pet, spoiled child. 
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My books and instruments shall be my company ; 

On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Xwe. Hark, Tranio thou mayst hear Minerva speak, 

[Aside. 

Ilor. Signior Baptista, will you he so strange ? 

Sorry am 1 tliat our good will elfects 
Bianca's grief. 

Gre, Why, will you mew her, 

Signior Baptista, for tins fiend of hell, 

And make her hear the j)enance of her tongue ? 

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; 1 am resolv’d : 

Go in, Bianca. [Exit BiikNC A. 

And, for 1 know she taketh most delight 
In mTisic, instniments, and j)oetry, 

Schoolmasters will 1 keep within my house, 

Fit to instruct her youth. If you, Hortensit), 

Or, signior Gremio, you know any such, 

Ptefer tliera hither ; tor to cunning “ men 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good bringing-up; 

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit. 

Kath. Why, and 1 trust I may go too. May I not ? 
What, shall I be appointed hours ; as though, belike, 

I knew not what to take, and what to leave t Ha ! [E!xit. 

Gre. You may go to tl»e devil’s dam ; your gifts are 
so good here ’s none will hold you. Their love is not 
80 great, Hortensio, but we may blow our nails toge- 
ther, and fast it fairly out ; our cake ’s dough on botli 
sides. Farewell : — Yet, for the love I bear my sweet 
Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit man to 
teach her that wherein she delights, I will wish him ^ to 
her fatlier. 

Hot. So will I, signior Gremio : But a word, I pray. 
Though tlje nature of our quarrel yet never brooked 

* knowing, learned. . 

t* JViih coniinend him. 
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parle, know now, upon advice, it touchetb us both, — 
that we may yet again have access to our fair mistress, 
and be happy rivals in Bianca’s love,— to labour and 
effect one thing specially. 

Gre, What ’s that, I pray ? 

Hot. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

Gre. A husband I a devil. 

Hot. I say, a husband. 

Gre. I say, a devil : Think'st thou, Hortensio, though 
her father be very rich, any man is so very a fool as to 
be married to heil? 

Hot. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience 
and mine to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there 
be good fellows in the world, an a man could light on 
them, would take her with all faults, and money 
enough". 

Ore. I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her dowry 
with this condition, — to be whipped at the high-cross 
every morning. 

For. ’Faith, as you say, there *8 small choice in rotten 
apples. But, come ; since this bar in law makes us 
friends, it shall be so far forth friendly maintained, till, 
by helping Baptista’s eldest daughter to a husband, we 
set his youngest free for a husband, and then have to ’t 
afresh. — Sweet Bianca ! — Happy man be his dole ! He 
that runs fastest gets the ring. How say you, signior 
Gremio ? 

Gre; I am agreed : and ’would I had given him the 
best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the 
house of her. Come on. [Exeunt Gre. and Ho», 
Tra. [Ad/oancing.'\ I pray, sir, tell me,— Is it 
possible 

That love should of a stuiden take such hold ? 

L%tc. 0 Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible, or likely ; 

But seel while idly I stood looking on, 
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I found tlie effect of love in idleness ; 

And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 

That art to me as secret, and as dear, 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage was,— 

Tranio, I bum, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this yoimg modest girl : 

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou cansl ; 

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the heart : 

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but so, — 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 

Luc. Gramercies, lad ; go forward, this contents j 
The rest will comfort, for thy counsel ’s sound. 

7Va. Master, you look’d so longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what ’s the pith of all. 

Luo. 0 yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face. 

Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strandj^ 

Tra, Saw you no more? mark’d yon not, how hej’ 
sister 

Began to scold ; and raise up such a storm, 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move, 

And with her breath she did perfume the air; 

Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

2Va. Nay, then, ’t is time to stir him from liis 
trance. 

1 pray, awake, sir : If you love the maid, 

Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it stands : — 
Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, 

That, till the father rids his hands of her, 

Master, your love must live a maid at home ; 

And therefore has be closely mew’d her up, 

Because she shall not l)e annoy’d with suitors. 

Luo. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father ’s he ! 
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But art thou not advis’d, lie took some care 
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her t 
Tra. Ay, marry, am I, sir ; and now ’t is plotted. 
Luc, I liave it, Tranio. 

Tra, Master, for my hand, ^ 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Lite. Tell me thine tirst. 

Tra. You will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching of the maid ; 

That ’s your device. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra. Not {wssible. For who shall l)ear your part, 
And he in Padua here Vincentio’s son If 
Keep house, and ply his book; welcome his friend^ ; 
Visit his countrymen, and banquet them? 

Luc. Basta; content thee; for I have it full. 

We have not yet been seen in any house ; 

Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces. 

For man or master ; then it follows thus ; — 

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead. 

Keep house, and port,*^ and servants, as 1 sliould : 

I will some otlier be ; some Florentine, 

Some Nea|)olitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 

’T is liatch’d, and shall be so : — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee, take my colour’d hat and cloak 
When Blondello comes, he waits on thee ; 

But I will charm him drst to keeji his tongue. 

Tra. So had you need. [They exchaiige habits. 
In brief, sir, sith it your pleasure is, 

And 1 am tied to be oliedient, 

(For so your father charg’d me at our parting ; 

“ Be serviceable to my son,*’ quotli he, 

• Port— state, show. 

k Colour’d hat and cloak. Servants farroerly wore doilies of 
sober line— black or sad colour ; their masters bore about the 
hues ut the rainbow in tlieir doublets and mantlM, and hats and 
featliora* Such gay vestments were cidlud empliatica41ycd(wrtfd 
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Although, I think, ’t was in another sense,) 

1 am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well 1 love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves : 

And let me be a slave, t’ achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded eye. 

Enter Biondem.o. 

Here comes the rogue. — Sirrah, where have you been f 
Biofi. Where have I been? Nay, how now, where 
are you? 

Master, has my fellow Tranio stol’n your clotl)es? 

Or you storn his? or l)oth? pray, what 's the news? 

Luc. Sirrali, come hither ; ’t is no time to jest. 

And tlierefore frame your manners to the time. 

Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 

Puts my ap})arel and my countenance on, 

And I for my escajw have put on Ids ; 

For in a quarrel, since 1 came ashore, 

I kill’d a man, and fear I was descried. 

Walt you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 

While I make way from hence to save my life ; 

You understand me? 

Eton. I, sir? ne’w a whit. 

Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth ; 
Tranio is chang’d info Lucentio. 

Bio7i. The better for him. ’Would I were so too ! 
Tra. So woiild ,1, faith, boy, to have the next ijiish 
after, — 

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest dauglder. 
But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your master’s, I advise 
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of com- 
panies : 

Wlien 1 am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 

But in all places else, your master Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, let ’s go ; — 

One thing more rests, that thyself execute ; 
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To make one among these wooers: If thou ask me 
why,— 

SufBceth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

[Exemi. 

{The Presenters above speah.) 

\ Serv. My lord, you nod ; you do not mind the play. 

Sly. Yes, by saint Antie, do 1. A good matter, surely. 
Comes there any more of it ? 

Page. My lord, ’t is but beffun. 

Sly. ’T is a very excellent piece of work, madam lady 
'Would 't were done 1 [They sit and mark. 

SCENE II.~T/i 6 same. Before Hortensio’s House. 
Enter Petrucio and Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for a wliile I take my leave, 

To see my friends in Padua; but, of all, 

My best beloved and approved friend, 

Hortensio ; and, I trow, tliis is his house : 

Here, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say. 

Gru. Knock, sir! whom should I knock? is there 
any man has rebused your worship ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me nere soundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, sir? why, sir, what am I, sir, 
tliat I should knock you here, sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate. 

And rap me well, or I ’ll knock your knave’s pate. 

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome: I should 
knock you first, 

And then I know after who comes by tlie worst. 

Pet. Will it not be? 

Taith, sirrah, an you ’ll not knock, I ’ll wring it ; 

I ’ll try how you can so/, /a, and sing it. 

[He wrings Grumio hy the ears. 
Gru. Help, masters, help! my master is mad. 

Pet. Now, knock when I bid you; sirrah! villain ! 

Enter Hobtjnsio. 

Eor* How now^ what ’s the matter? — My old 
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friend Grumio ! and my good friend Petniclo ! — How 
do you all at Verona 1 

Pet Signior Hortensio, come you to part tlie frayt 
Con tutto il core bene trovato^ may 1 say. 

Hot. Alla nostra casa bene venuto, 

MoUo Jwncrrato signor mio Petrucio. 

Rise, Grumio, rise; we will compound tliis quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, ’t is no matter, wliat he ’leges “ in Latin. 
— If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave his 
service, — Look you, sir,— he bid me knock him, and 
rap him soundly, sir : Well, was it fit for a servant to 
use his master so ; being, peiliaps, (for aught I see,) 
two-and-thirty, — a pip out? 

Whom, ’would to (jod, I had well knock'd at first, 
Then had not Grumio come by tlie worst. 

Pet» A senseless villain ! — Good Hortensio 
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it. 

Gru, Knock at the gate? — 0 Heavens! 

Spake you not these words plain, — “ Sirrah, knock me 
here, 

Rap me here, knock me well, and knock me soundly”! 
And come you now widr — ^knocking at the gate ! 

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 

Hot, Petrucio, patience; I am Grumio’s pledge; 
Why, this a heavy chance ’twixl him and you j 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant, Gnimio. 

And tell me , sweet friend, — what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through the 
world, 

To seek their fortunes farther than at home, 

Where small experience grows. But, in a few, 

Signior Hortensio, thus it stands witlr me ; — 

Antonio, my fatlier, is deceas’d ; 

And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

“ *Legeit — aUejr<^«. 
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Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may : 

Crowns in my purse 1 have, and goods at home, 

And 80 am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor. Petrucio, shall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wish thee to a shrew’d ill-favour’d wife i 
Thou ’dst thank me but a little for my counsel ; 

And yet 1 ’ll promise tliee she shall be rich, 

And very rich : — but thou Vt too much my friend, 

And I ’ll not wish thee to her. 

Pet Signior Hortensio, ’twixt such friends as we 
Few words sutlice : and, tlierefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petrucio’s wife, 

(As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance,) 

Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love, 

As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xantipjie, or a worse, 

She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 

Alfection’s edge in me. Were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas ; 

1 come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 

If wealthily, tlien happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells yon llatly what his 
mind is ; Why, give him gold enough and marry him 
to a puppet, or an aglet-baby or an old trot with ne’er 
a tooth in her head, tliougli slie have as many diseases 
as two-and-fifty horses : why, notliing comes amiss, so 
money comes withal. 

Hor. Petrucio, since we are stepp’d thus far In, 

I will continue tliat I broach’d in jest. 

I can, Petrucio, help thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous ; 

Brought up as best Incomes a gentlewoman ; 

Her only fault (and that is faults enough j 
Is, — that she is intolerable curst, 

And shrewd, and froward : so beyond all measure, 

• Aglet baby. AgletiB mgmlktte—ti point. Tin* bnby was a 
Small Citrv lug ou ilm point which carruMl the lacn. 
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Tliat, were my slate far worser than it is, 

1 would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet. Hortensio, peace; thou know ’st not gold’s ell’ect: 
Tell me her father^g name, and ’t is enough ; 

For I will board her, though slie chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Ilor. Her father is Baptista Mlnola, 

An affable and courteous gentlemiin : 

, Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Ronown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pet. I know her father, though 1 know not lior ; 

And he knew my deceased father well : 

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her ; 

And therefore let me be thus l)old with you, 

To give you over at this first encounter, 

Unless you will acconijiany me thither. 

Grtt. I pray yon, sir, let him go while the humour 
lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as well as I do, 
slie would think scolding woidd do little good u|X)n 
him : She may, perhajis, call him half a score knaves, 
or so: why, that ’s nothing; an he l>egin once, he’ll 
rail in his rojXJ-tricks. I ’ll tell you what, sir, — an she 
stand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her face, 
and so disfigure her with it, tliat she shall have no 
more eyes to see withal than a cat you know him 
not, sir. 

Hor, Tarry, Petrucio, I must go with thee ; 

For in Baptista’s keep my treasure is ; 

He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngest daughter, l*eautiful Bianca; 

And her withholds from me, and other mure 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 

Supposing it a thing impossible, 

(For those defects I have before rehears’d,) 

That ever Katharina will be woo’d, 

Therefore this ordw hatli Baptista ta’cn, 

• Grumio was not a i^erson to be very conect iu liis similes. 
VOti. II, II 
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That none shall have access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gni. Katharine the curst ! 

A title for a maid of all titles the worst. 

Uor, Now shall my friend Petrucio do me gi*scej 
And offer me, disguis’d in sober robes, 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instruct Blanca : 

That so I may by this device, at least, 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 

And, unsuspected, court her by herself. 

Enter Gremio ; toifh him Luckntio disguised^ with 
books under his arm. 

Cru. Here’s no knavery! See; to beguile the old 
folks, how the young folks lay their heads together! 
Master, master, look about you : Who goes tliere V lui ! 

Hor. Peace, (rrumio; it is flie rival of my love 
Petrucio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A projjer stripling, and an amorous ! 

[ They retire. 

Ore. 0, very well : I have perus'd tlie note. 

Hark you, sir ; I ’ll have them very fairly bound : 

All books of love, see that at any hand ; 

And see you read no other lectures to her ; 

You understand me : — Over and beside 
Signior Battista’s liberality, 

I ’ll mend it with a largess : — Take your papers too, 
And let me have them very well perfarn'd ; 

For slie is sweeter than perfume itself, 

To whom they go. What will you read to her? 

Luc. Whate'er I read to her, I ’ll plead for yon. 

As for my patron, (stand you so assur'd,) 

As firmly as yourself were still in place : 

Yea, and perhaps with more successful words 
Tlian you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

® fLvH seen in mwstc— well A'ereed. 
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Gre. 0 this learning ! what a thing it is ! 

Gni. 0 this woodcock ! what an ass it is I 
Pet. Peace, sirrah. 

Hot. Gramio, mum ! — God save yon, signior Gremio! 
Chre. And you ’re well met, signior Hortensio. Trow 

Wliither I am going?— To Baptista Minola. 

I promis’d to inquire carefully 

About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca; 

And, by good fortune, 1 have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning, and behavunir, 

Fit for her turn ; well read In jwetry. 

And other lxx)ks, — good ones, I warrant ye. 

Hor, ’T is well : and I have met a gentleman, 

Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 

A fine musician to instract our mistress ; 

So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fall Bianca, so belovVl of me. 

Gre. Belov'd of me, — and that my deeds shall prn\c. 
Gru. And that his bags shall prove. [Aside 

Ilor. Gremio, ’t is now no time to \'ci)t our love; 
Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 

I ’ll tell you news inditVerent-go(Ml for cillier. 

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance 1 met, 

Upon agreement from us to his liking, 

Will undertake to woo efurst Katharine; 

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please. 

Gm So said, so done, is well : — 

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults ? 

Pet. I know she is an irksome, brawling scohl ; 

If that be all, masters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, say’st me so, friend ? Wliat countryman ? 
Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio’s son ; 

My father dead, my fortune lives for me ; 

And I do hope good days, and long, to see. 

Gre* 0, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were 
strange j 
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But if you nave a sfa^macli, to ’t o’ God's name ; 

You shall have me assisting you in all. 

But, will you woo this wild catl? 

Pet. Will I live? 

Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or 1 ’ll hang her. [Aside. 
Pet. Why came 1 hitiier, hut to that intent? 

Tliink you, a little din can daunt mine cars? 

Have 1 not in my time heard lions roar? 

Have 1 not heard the sea, jndrd up with winds, 

Rage like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 

Have I not heard great ordnance in tl)e field ? 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in a pitched battle hearrl 

Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and tmmpcts' clang ? 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue ; 

That gives not half so great a blow to liear, 

As will a chestnut in a farmer’s fire ? 

Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs.® 

Gru. For he fears none. [Aside. 

Gre, Hortensio, hark I 
Tills gentleman is happily arrivM^ 

My mind presumes, for bis own good, and yours. 

Hot. I promis’d, we would lie contributors, 

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er. 

Gre. And so we will, jirovided that he win her. 

Gru. I would 1 were as sure of a good dinner. [Aside, 

Enter Tranio, bravely appareled; and Biondeu.o. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you ! if I may be lx>ld, 
Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way 
To tlie house of signior Baptista Minola ? 

Bum. He that has the two fair daughters ‘.^is ’t ho 
you mean ? 

Tra* Even he, Biondello. 

Gre. Hark you, sir ; You mean not her to 

Tra. Perhajis, him and her, sir. What have you to do ? 
■ Pear Utys with frighten boys with hobgoblins. 
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Pet. Not lier that chides, sir, at any hand, 1 pray. 
Tra. I love no chiders, sir. — Biondello, let ’s away. 
Ltcc. Well begun, Tranio. [^Aaide. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ; — * 

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ? 
Tra. An if 1 be, sir, is it any oflence ! 

Gre. No; if, without more words, you will get you 
hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free 
For me, as for you ^ 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, 1 beseech you ? 

Gre. For this reason, if you ’ll know, 

That she ’s die choice love of signior Greniio. 

Hor. That she ’s the chosen of signior Ilorteiisio. 
Tra. Softly, my ma-sters! if you be gentlemen, 

Do me this right, — hear me with patience. 

Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And, were his daughter fairer than slie is, 

She may more suitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda’s daughter liad a thousand wooi^rs ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And so she shfill j Lucentio shall make one, 

Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 
L%tc, Sir, give him head ; 1 know, he ’ll prove a jade. 
Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words If 
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you. 

Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ^ 

Tra. No, sir j but hear I do, that he hath two ; 

The one as famous for a scolding tongue. 

As is the otiier for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first ’s for me ; let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave tliat labour to great Hercules ; 

And let it be more dian Alcides’ twelve. 

Pet Sir, understand you this of me, in «x)th ; — 
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The youngest daughter, whom you heaiken for, 

Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 

And will not promise her to any man, 

Until the elder sister first be wed : 

Tlie younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me amongst the rest; 

An if you break tlie ice, and do this feat, — 

Achieve the elder, set the younger free 

For our access, — whose hap shall be to liave her. 

Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 

Hot. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive *, 
And since you do profess to be a suitor, 

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 

To whom we all rest generally beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon,'' 

And quaff carouses to our mistress' health j 
And QO as adversaries do in law, — 

Strive mightily, but cat and drink as friends. 

Grti* Burn. O excellent motion ! Fellows, let 's be- 
gone. 

liar. The motion ’s good indeed, and be it so ; — 
Petrucio, I shall be your den venuto. [Bu-nf/i/. 

• Cuiitrive thia afternoon — wear away the afternoon. 
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SCENE I . — The mme. A i?oum m BaplUta’s House. 

Entei' Katuarina and Bianca. 

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong yourself, f] 
To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ; 

That I disdain ; But for these other gawds, 

Unbind my liands, I ’ll pull them off myself, 

Yea, all my raimejrt, to my petticoat ; 

Or, what you will command me, will I do, 

So well I know my duty to my elders. 

KcUh. Of all thy suitors, here I charge tliee, tell 
Whom thou lov’st best : see tliou dissemble not. 

Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that special face 
Whicli I could fancy more than any other. 

Kath. Minion, tliou liest: Is ’t not Hortensio? 

Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear, 

I ’ll plead for you myself, but you shall have him. 

Kath. 0 then, belike, you fancy riches more; 

You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for him you do envy me so? 

Nay, then you jest ; and now I well perceive, 

You have but jested with me all tliis while ; 

1 prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath, If diat be jest, tlien all the rest was so. 

her^ 

Enter Baptista. 

Bap. Why, how now, dame! whence grows tliis in- 
solence ? 

Bianca, stand aside poor girl ! she weeps 
Go ply tliy needle j meddle not with liei, 
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For shame, tboii hilding," of a devilidi spirit, 

Why dost thou wixmg her that did ne’er vn'ong tlieel 
When did she cross thee with a hitter word ? 

Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I ’ll be reveng’d. 

[H/es after Hianca. 

Bap. Wliat, in my sight ? — Blanca, get thee in. 

\Exit Bianca. 

Kath. What, will you not sufler me? Nay, now I see 
She is your treasure, she must liave a husbonil ; 

I must dance barefoot on her wedding-day, 

And, for your love to her, lead in hell.^ 

Talk not to me. I will go sit and weep, 

Till I can find occasion of revenge. [/uvV Kath, 

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd' as 1? 

But who comes here? 

Enter Grkmio, with Lucentio in ihi‘ habit of a 
man; Petrucio, toith Hortensio as a mnsivian; 
a)id Tuanio, wi^ Biondkllo hearing a lute and 
book^. 

Gre. Grood morrow, neigldwur Baptista. 

Bap. Good morrow, neighlKmr Gremio : (h»d siive 
you, gentlem^ ! 

Pet. And you, good sir! Pray, have you not a 
daughter 

Gall’d Katharina, fair and virtuous? 

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina. 

Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio; give me leave. 
I am a gentleman of Verona, sir, 

That, hearing of her beauty, and her wit. 

Her affability, and bashful mo<lesty, 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, 

Am bold to «how myself a forward guest 

* Hilding^a. nioan'B])iritetl |»er8on. 

^ A proverbial expression, uppUiMi to the ill-used class of old 
maids. 
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Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do present you with a man of mine, [^Presejiting TIok. 
Cunning in music, and the mathematics, 

To instruct lier fully in those sciences, 

Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant : 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 

His name is Licio, bom in Mantua. 

Bap, You ’re welcome, sir; and he for your goml sake : 
But for my daughter Katharine, this 1 know, 

She is not for your turn, the more my grief. 

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her ; 

Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, I sjreak but as I find. 

Whence are you, sir If what may I call your namet 
Pet Peirucio is my name ; Antonio’s son, 

A man well known throughout all Italy. 

Bap, I know him well ; you are welcome fur his sake 
Gre. Saving your tale, Petrucio, I pray, 

Let ns, that are poor petitioners, 8})eak Uh) *. 

Baccare ! “ you are marvellous forward. 

Pet 0, iwirdon me, signior Greinio ; 1 would fain 
be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your 
wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it 
To express the like kindness myself, tliat have been 
more kindly beholding to you tlian any, I freely give 
unto you tliis young scholar, [presenting Lucbntxo] 
tliat hath been long studying at Rheims ; as cunning 
in Greek, Latin, and other languages, as the other in 
music and matliematics • his name is Cambio ; pray 
accept his service. 

Bap, A tJiousand thanks, signior Gremio : welcome, 
good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, [to Thanio] raetl links 
Baccare-— fi word ouce l« common use, meaning go hack. 
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you walk like a stranger. May I be so bold to know 
the cause of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own ; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 

Do make myself a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair, and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldest sister : 

This liberty is all that I request, — 

That, u}3on knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo, 

And free access and favour as tlie rest. 

And, toward the education of your dauglilers, 

I here bestow a simple instrument. 

And this small imcket of Greek and Latin hooks ; 

If you accept tliem, then their worth is great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name? of w he nce, I pi ay ? 
Tra. Of Pisa, sir ; son to Viucentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Piia : by refeort 
I know him well : you are veiy welcome, sir. 

Take you [to Hor.] the lute, and you [to LnenJ the 
set of books. 

You shall go see your pupils presently. 

Holla, within! 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead 

These gentlemen to my daughters; and tell them both. 
These are their tutors; bid them use them well. 

[Exit Servant, xoith Hor., Luc., and Bion. 
We will go walk a little in the orchard, 

And then to dinner ; You are passing welcome, 

And so I pray you all to think yourselves. 

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste, 
And every day I cannot come to woo.* 

^ Tlie burthen of an old ballad, called ' The IngenloUi 
Braggadocio/ wai 

** And 1 cannot come every day to woo/' 
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You knew my father well ; and in him, me, 

Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 

Which 1 have better’d ratlier than decreas’d : 

Then tell me,?— If I get your daughter's love, 

What dowry sliall I have with her to wiie ? 

Bap. After my death, the one half of my Ian (is : 
And, in pssession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for tliat dowry, I ’ll assure her of 
Her widowhood,* — be it that she survive me,-* 

In all my lands and leases whatsoever ; 

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us. 

That covenants may be kept on either hand. 

Bap. Ay, when die special tiling is well obtain’d, 
That is, — her love ; for that is all in all. 

Pet Why, that is nothing ; for I tell you, father, 

I am as peremptory as she proud-minded ; 

And where two raging fires meet together, 

They do consume tlie tiling that feeds their fury ; 
Though little fire grows great with little wind. 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 

So I to her, and so she yields to me ; 

For I am rough, and woo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be thy 
speed ! 

But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof; as mountains are for winds, 
Tliat shake not, though they blow perpetually. 

Be^nter Hortensio, with his head broken. 

Bap. How now, ray friend? why dost thou look so pale? 
Hot. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good musician ? 

• Her widowhood. Widowhood must here mean, not il»e 
condition ‘of a widow, but the property to which the widow 
would be entitled. Petrucio would a'<aiire Katharina of a 
widow's full provision in all his lauds and leases.*’ He 
would not “ Imr dower,”— by flue and recovery. 
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Hot. I think, she 'll sooner prove a soldier ; 

Iron may hold witli her, but never lutes. 

Bap, Why, tlien tliou caiist not break her to iiie 
lute? 

Hot, Why, no ; for she hath broke tlie lute to me. 

I did but tell her she mistook her frets, 

And bow'd her hand to teach her fingering j 
When, with a most impatient devilish spirit, 

“ Frets, call you these?” quoth slie : “ 1 ’ll fume with 
them 

And, with that word, she struck me on the head, 

And through the instrument my pate made way ; 

And tliere 1 stood amazed for a while, 

As on a pillory, looking tiijroiigh the lute; 

While she did call me,— rascal fiddler, 

And twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms, 

As she had studied to misuse me so. 

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench ; 

1 love her ten times more tlian e’er I did ; 

0, how I long to have some chat with her ! 

Bap. Well, go witii me, and be not so discomfited ; 
Proceed in practice with my younger daughter ; 

She ’s apt to learn, and tiiankful for good tun is. 

Signior Petrucio, will you go with us ; 

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet. I pray you do ; 1 will attend lier here, — 

[Exemt Bap., Gre., Tra., and ITon. 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 

Say, that she rail ; why, then I ’ll tell her plain 
She sings as sweetly os a nightingale : 

Say, that she frown ; I ’ll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wasii’d with dew ; 

Say, she be mute, and will not speak a ^\'ord ; 

Tim I ’ll commend her volubility. 

And say she -uttereth piercing eloquence ; 

If she do bid me })ack, I ’ll give her tlian ks 
As though site bid nj^e stay by her a week ; 
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If she deny to wed, I 'll crave the day 

When I shall ask tlie banns, and when be married : — 

But here she comes ; and now, Petrucio, speak. 

Enter Katharina. 

Good moiTOw, Kate ; for that ’s yoiir name, I hear. 
Kaih. Well have you licard, but something hard of 
hearing ; 

They call me— Katharine, that do talk of me. 

Pet You lie, in faith ; for yon are call’d plain Kntc, 
And Iwnny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst ; 

Btit Kate, tlie prettiest Kate in Christendom, 

Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 

For dainties are all cates; and tlierefore, Kate, 

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; — 

Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 

Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 

(Yet not so deejdy as to thee belongs,) 

Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kath, Mov’d! in good time: let him that mov'd 
you hither 

Remove you hence : 1 knew you at the first, 

You were a moveable. 

Pet Why, what ’s a mo\ ealde ? 

Kath, A joint-stool. 

Pet Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me 

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 

Pet Women are made to bear, and so are you. 
Kath. No such jade as you, if noe you mean. 

Pet Alas, good Kate ! I will not burthen tliee ; 

For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 

Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet Should be 1 should ? buz ! ^ 

Kath. Well ta en, and like a buzzard 

Pet 0, slow-wing’d turtle! shall a buzzard take theo; 
* Bta IS an interjection of ridicule. 
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Kath, Ay, for a tui*t]e ; as he takes a buzzard,. 

Pet. Come, come, you wasp; i’ faith, you are too 

anfi:i7. 

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 

Kaih. Ay, if the fool could fand it where it lies. 

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp does wear Ins 
sting ? 

In his tail. 

Kath, In his tongue. 

Pet, WTiose tongue ? 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; and so farewell. 
Pet. What, witli my tongue in your tail ? nay, come 
again. 

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman. 

Kath. That 1 ’ll try. \ Striking him. 

Pet. I swear I ’ll cuff you, if you strike again. 

Kath. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me you are no gentleman ; 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet A herald, Kate ? 0 put me in thy books. 

Kath. W hat is your crest V a coxcomb ? 

Pet A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 
Kath, No cock of mine, you crow too like a craven." 
Pet Nay, come, Kate, come ; you must not look so 
sour. 

Kath. It is my fasliion, wlien I see a crab. 

Pet. Why, here s no crab ; and therefore look not 
sour. 

Kaih There is, there is. 

Pet Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 

Pet Wliat, you mean my face ? 

• Cratfen. A aavm cock, and a craven knight, were each 
contemptible. The knight who Imd crflFC3i,or craved, life from 
an antagonist, W’as branded witUtlie name vrwich he had uttered 
ia prefening safety to honour. 
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Kaih, Well aim’d of such a young one. 

Pet Now, by saint George, I am too yo»uig for you. 
Kath. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet T is with cares. 

Hath, I care not. 

Pet Nay, hear you, Katenn sooth you 8caj>€ not so. 
Kath, 1 chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 

Pet No, not a whit. I find you passing gentle. 

T was told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullen, 
And now I find report a very liar ; 

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous. 

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers : 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance, 

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will 
Nor hast tliou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 

But thou with mildness cntertain’st thy wooers, 

With gentle conference, soft and afiable. 

Why does the world report that Kate doth limp? 

0 slanderous world ! Kate, like the hazel-twig, 

Is straight, and slender j and as brown in hue, 

As hazel-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

0, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt. 

Kath, Go; fool, and whom thou keep’st commani. 
Pet Did ever Dian so become a grove, 

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait ? 

0, he thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate be chaste^ and Dian sportful. 

Hath. Where did you study all this gcKxlly 8i)eech? 
Pet It is extempore, from my motliei'-wit. 

Kath. A witty mother! witless else her son. 

Pet Am I not wise ? 

Kath. Yes ; keep you warm. 

Pet Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy bed : 
And, therefore, setlii g all tliis chat aside, 

Thus in plain terms : — Your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife ; your dowry ’gree<i on *, 
And, will you, nill you, I will marry you. 
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Now, Kate, I am a hugband for your turn ; 

For, by tliis light, whereby I see thy beauty, 

a {)eauty that doth make me like thee well,) 
must be married to no man but me ; 

For I am he am bom to tame you, Kate ; 

And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate 
Conformable, as other houseliold Kates. 

Here comes your fatlier; never make denial, 

1 must and will have Katharine to my wile. 

Reenter Baptist a, Grkmio, aiul Tranio. 

Bap, New, signior l^etrncio: Ilow speed you wiili 
my daughter % 

Pe*. How but well, sir? how but well? 

It were imiKissihle 1 should speerl amiss. 

Bap, Why, how now, daughter Katharine ? in your 
dum|js ? 

Kath. Call you me daughter? now I promise 
you, 

You have showed a tender fatherly regard, 

To wish me wed to one half lunatic ; 

A madcap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 

That tliinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pet Father, ’t is thus, — yourself and all the world, 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her ; 

If she be curst, it is for jrolicy ; 

For she ’s not froward, but modest as the dove ; 

She is not hot, but temperate as tljc morn ; 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel ; 

And Roman Lucrece for her chastity : 

And to conclude, — we liave ’greed so well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath, 1 ’ll see tliee liang’d on Sunday fii-st. 

Gre, Hark, Petrucio! sire says she ’ll see thee 
liang’d first. 

Tra, Is this your 5 j)eeding ? nay, then, good night 
our part ! 
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Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for myself j 
If she and 1 be pleas’d, what ’s tliat to you ? 

T is bargain’d twixt us twain, being alone, 

That she sliall still be curst in company. 

I tell you, ’t is incredible to believe 

How much she loves me : 0, tlie kindest Kjile ! 

Slie hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oatli on oath, 

Tliat in a twink sue won me to her love. 

O, you are novices ! 't is a world to see, 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the curstest shn w. 

Give me thy hand, Kate : I will imto Venire, 

To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day : 

Provide the feast, father, and bid tlie guests ; 

1 will be sure my Katharine shall be tine. 

Bap. 1 know not what to say: but gi\e me yonr 
bands ; 

God send you joy, Petrucio ! 't is a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, say we; we will be witiies'^es. 

Pet Father, and wife, and gentlenmi, adieu ; 

I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apiice : 

We will have rings, and things, and tine array; 

And kiss me, Kate ; we will be married o’ Sunday. 

[Exeu?tt Pet. and K/VTH. severalhf. 
Gr$. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchmit's part, 
And venture madly on a desperate mai-f. 

Tra. ’T was a commodity lay fretting by you ; 

T will bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap, The gain I seek is — quiet in the match. 

Gre. No doubt but heliath got a quiet catch. 

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ; 

Now is the day we long have looked for ; 

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first 
TVo. And I am one tliat love Bianca more 
Thau words can witness, or your tlioughts can gne.ss. 
VOI*- II. 1 
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Ore. Youngling ! thou canst not love so dear aa I. 
Tra. Grey-beard ! diy love dodi freeze. 

Ore. But tliine doth ivy. 

Skipper, stand back ; ’t is age that nourisheth. 

Tra. But youtli, in ladies' eyes that flourisheth. 

Bap. Content you, gentlemen ; I will compound tliis 
strife : 

T is deeds must win the prize ; and he, of both, 

That can assure my daughter greatest dower. 

Shall have my Bianca's love. 

Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her ? 

Ore. First, as you know, my house within the citv 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold ; 

Basins, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands j 
My hangings all of Tyrian tajicstry : 

In ivory coffers I have stuff’d my crowns j 
In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints,* 

Costly apparel, tents, and canopies, 

Fine linen, Turkey cushions lx)S8’d with pearl, 

Valance of Venice gold in needlework, 

Pewter and brass, and all things tliat l)elong 
To house, or housekeeping : then, at my fai m, 

I have a hundred milch-kine to the j)ail, 

Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

And all things answerable to this portion. 

Myself am struck in years, I must confess ; 

And, if I die to-morrow, this is hers, 

If, whilst I live, she will be only mine. 

Tra. That, only, came well in. Sir, list to me ; 

I am my father’s heir, and only son ; 

If I may have your daughter to my wife, 

I ’ll leave her houses three or four os good, 

Widim rich Pisa walls, as any one 
Old signior Gremio has in Padua ; 

• Ctmterpointi and amterpaiws are the Bnrae. Theta cover- 
lets were eomposed of counter }macs ur jioiiits, of viu^ui 
colourt, oontnuiting with each other. 



ScBfl I.] TAMING OF THE SHREW. m 

Besides two thousand ducats by the year, 

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure. 

What I have I pinched you, sigiiior Gremio ? 

Ore. Two thousand ducats by the year of land I 
My land amounts not to so much in all : 

That she shall have ; besides an argosy, 

That now is lying in Marseilles’ road. 

What t have I chok’d you with an argosy 7 

Tra, Gremio, ’t is known my father hath no less 
Than throe great argosies ; besides two galliasses,* 
And twelve tight galleys : these I will assure her, 

And twice as much, whate’er thou offer’st next. 

Ore. Nay, I have offer’d all ; I have no more ; 

And she can have no more tlian all I have. 

If you like me, she shall have me and mine. 

Tra, Wliy, then the maid is mine from all the world. 
By your firm promise. Gremio is outvied. 

Bap, I must confess your offer is the best ; 

And, let your father make her the assurance, 

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me : 

If you should die before him, where ^s her dower ? 

Tra. That ’s but a cavil ; ho is old, I young. 

Ore. And may not young men die, as well a.s old ? 
Bap, Well, gentlemen, I am thus resolv’d 
On Sunday next you know 
My daughter Katharine is to be marrie^l ; 

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to signior Gremio : 

And so I take ray leave, aiid thank you Iwth. {Exit 
Ore, Adieu, good neighbour. — Now I fear tliee not ; 
Sirra^ young gamester, yom* father were a fool 
To give thee all, and, in his waning age. 

Set foot under thy table : Tut ! a toy I 
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. 

• galley, galleon, galleot, were vessels of burthea 

navigated both with s^ls and^oars. 
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Tra. A vengeance on your crafty witiier'd hide ! 
Yet I liave fac’d it with a card of ten.® 

T is in my head to do my master got)d : — 

I see no reason^ but supjWd Lucentio 
Must get a father call’d — suppos’d Vinceullo j 
And that ’s a wonder : fathers, commonly, 

Do get their children ; but, in this case of wooing, 

A child shall get a sire, if 1 fail nol of my cunniijg. [/>. 

» Card of ten— Q. prm'tjrbiHl expression. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. — A Room in Baptista « House. 

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bivnca. 

Luc. Fiddler, forl)ear ; yon grow too forward, hir ; 
Have you so scnm forgot the entertainment 
Her sister Katliarine welcom’d you witlial f 
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is 
Tlie patroness of heavenly harmony ; 

Then give me leave to have prerogative; 

And when in music we have spent an hour, 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

Luc. Preposterous ass ! tliat never read so I’ar 
To know the cause why music was ordain’d I 
Was it not, to refresh the mind of man, 

After Ids studies, or his usual pain ^ 

Then give me leave to read philosophy, 

And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Hor. Sirrah, 1 will not bear these braves of thine. 
Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double wrung, 
To strive for tliat which resteth in my choice : 

I am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 

I ’ll not be tied to hours, nor ’pointed times, 

But learn my lessons as I please myself. 

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down : 

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 

.His ledture will be done ere you have tun’d, 

Hor. You ’ll leave his lecture wlien I am in tune? 

[To Bianca. — Hortensio retires. 
Euc. That will be never ; — tune your instrument. 
Bian. Where left: we laet ? 
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Luc. Here, madam : — 

Hoc ihat Simois ; hie est Sigeia tellus ; 

Hie steterat Priami regia ceha senis. 

Bian. Construe them. 

Luc. Hac ibaty as I told you before, — SivwiSy I am 
Lucentio,— Aic ed, son unto Vincentio of Pisa, — Sigeia 
tellusy disguised thus to get your love ; — Hie steteraty 
and that Lucentio that comes a wooing, — Priamiy is 
my man Tranio, — regioy bearing my port, — celsa serdsy 
that we might beguile the old pantaloon. 

Jfor, Madam, my instrument’s in tune. [Betuming, 
Bian. Let ’s hear ; — [Hobtensio plays. 

0 fie I the treble jars. 

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it : Hoc ihat 
Simois y I know you not ; — hie est Sigeia telluSy I trust 
you not ; — Hie steterai Priamiy take heed ho hear us 
not ; — regidy presume not ; — celsa senisy despair not. 
Hor. Madam, ’t is now in tune. 

Luc, All but the base. 

Hor, The base is right ; ’t is the base knave that jars. 
How fiery and forward our pedant Ls I 
Now, for my life the knave doth court my love : 
Pedaseuky 111 watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. 

Luc. Mistrust it not ; for, sure, JKacides 
Was Ajax, — call’d so from Ids grandfather. 

Bian. I must believe my master; else, I promise 
you, 

1 should be arguing still upon that doubt : 

But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you : — 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, 

That 1 have been thus pleasant with you both. 

Mor, You may go walk, [to Lucentio] and give me 
leave awhile ; 

Mjlw make no music in three parts. 

Lue* Are you so formal, sir? well, I mist wait, 
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And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv’d,* 

Our tine musician g^roweth amorous. [k^tde. 

iTor. Madam, before you touch the iiistrunicnt, 

To learn the order of my fingering, 

I must begin with rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer soii, 

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of ray trade ; 

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 
ffor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. 

Bian. [Reads.] Gamut 7 am, the ground of all accord^ 
A re, to plead Hortensids passion ; 

B mi, Bianca^ take him for thy lord, 

C fa ut, that loves with all affection ; 

D sol re, one clff two nates have I ; 

R la mi, show pity^ or I die. 

Call you tiiis gamut ? tut ! I like it not : 

Old fashions please me best; I am not so iiico, 

To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Setv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
books, 

And help to dress your sister’s chamber up ; 

You know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must be gone. 

[Exmrd Bianca and Serv. 
Luc. ■’Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay. 

[Erit. 

Hot. But I have cause to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks, he looks as though he were in love : 

Yet if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble, 

To cast ^y wandVing eyes on every stale. 

Seise thee that list : If once 1 find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. 

^ But th dwrir’d— unlew I bo deceived. 
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SCENK II. — TIlc same* Before Baptista's Hottse. 

Enter Baptista, Tkanio, Katharina, Bianca, Lu> 
cKNTio, and Attendants, 

Bap. Si^mior Lucentio, \to Tranio] this is the 
’pointed day 

That Katharine and Petnicio should be married, 

And yet we hear not of our son-in-law : 

What will be said ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage ! 

What says Lucentio to this shame of out’s? 

Katk. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be 
forc’d 

To give my hand, oppos’d against my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen ; 

Wio woo’d in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 

I told yon, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He ’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns ; 

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd. 

Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 

And say, — “ I/j, there is mad Petrucio’s wife, 

If it would please him come and marry her.” 

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptisrta too ; 
6iy life, Petrucio means but well, 

Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 

Though he be blunt, I know him jiassing wise ; 

Though he be merry, yet withal he ’s honest. 

Kc^* ’Would Katliarine had never seen him, though ! 

[Exit, weeping, followed by Bianca, emd oidHrs* 
Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an injury would vex a saint, 

Much more a shiw of thy imjiatient humour. 
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Enter Biondello. 

Bion, Master, master! news, old news, and such news 
as you never heard of ! 

Bap, la it new and old too ? how may that be ? 

Bion. Why, is it not news to hear of Petrucio's 
coming? 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bc^. What tlien ? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? 

Bion. When he stands wliere 1 am, and sees you 
there. 

2Va. But, say, wliat To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petrucio is coming, in a new liat and 
an old ierkin ; a pair of old breeclies, thrice turned j a 
pair of boots that have been candle-cases, one buckled, 
another laced ; an old rusty sword ta’en out of the town 
armoury, with a broken hilt, and chaj^less ; with two 
broken points : “ His liorse hipped witli an o]t\ mothy 
•addle, and stirrups of no kindred : besides, possessed 
with ^e glanders, and like to mose in the chine; 
troubled with the lampass, infected with the fashions,^ 
full of windgalls, sped with spavins, raied witli dre yel- 
lows, past cure of the fives, start s|)oiled with the staggers, 
begnawn with the bots ; swayed in the back, and shoul- 
der-shotten; ne’er legged before; and with a half-checked 
bit, and a head-stall of sheep s leather, which, being re- 
strained to keep him from stumbling, hath been often 
burst, and now repaired with knots ; one girth six times 
pieced, and a woman’s crupper of velure,® which hadi 

• Two hnJtea pmtt. The potni# were amongst the most costly 
and elegant part* of the dress of Elizabeth’s time ; and to have 
two brmen was certainly indicative of more than ordinary 
ilovenlitt^ 

^ jF’««A«»is-.-4he fuTCins, or farcy. 

" Veiuro^yohei. 
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two letters for her name, feiirly set down in studs, and 
here and there pieced with pchtliread. 

Bap, Who comes with him ? 

Bion. 0, sir, his lackey, for all the world caparisoned 
like the horse ; with a linen stock “ on one leg, and a 
kersey boot-hose on the other, gartered with a red and 
blue list j an old hat, and ‘‘The Immour of forty fancies ” 
, pricked in ’t for a feather : a monster, a very monster in 
apparel j and not like a cliristian footboy, or a gentle- 
man's lackey. 

Tra, 'T is some odd humour pricks him to this 
fashion ; 

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean apparel'd. 

Bap, I am glad he is come, howsoe er he come#. 
Bion. Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didst tlwu not say, he comes ? 

Bion, Wlio ? that Petrucio came f 
Bap. Ay, that Petrucio came. 

Bion. No, sir; I say, his horse comes with him on 
his back. 

Bap, Why, that *s all one. 

Bion. Nay, by saint Jamy, I hold you a penny, 

A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not many. 

Enter Pbteucio and Gsumio. 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants ? who at home t* 
Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

PeU And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not so well appareled 

As 1 wish you were. 

Pet. Were it better I should rush in thus. 

But wha:^ is Kate? where is my lovely bride? 

How does my father?— Gentles, methinks you frowat 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company ; 

• stocking. 
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As if they saw some wondrous monument, 

Some comet, or unusual prodigy ? 

Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wedding-day : 
First were we sad, fearing you would not come ; 

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 

Fie 1 doff this habit, shame to your estate, 

An eyesore to our solemn festival. 

Tra. And toll us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detained you from your wife, 

And sent you hither so unlike yourself? 

Pet Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear ; 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word^ 

Though in some part enforced to digress ; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But, where is Kate ? I stay too long from her ; 

Tlie morning wears, ’t is time we were at church. 

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent robes j 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pd. Not I, believe me ; thus I ’ll visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 

Pd. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore ha’ done with 
words ; 

To me she ’s married, not unto my clothes : 

Could I repair what she will wear in me, 

As I can change these poor accoutrements, 

’T were well for Kate, and better for myself. 

But what a fool am I, to chat with you, 

When I should bid good-morrow to my bride, 

And seal the title with a lovely kiss ! 

[Exeunt Pet., Grit., and Bjow. , 
Tra. He hath some meaning in his mad attire : 

We will persuade him, be it possible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 

&ip. I ’ll after him, and see the event of this. 

TVo. But, sir, to her love concemeth us to add 
Her fiktheris liking : 'Which to bring to pass, 
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As I before imparted to your worship, 

1 am to get a man, — ^whaie’er he be, 

It skills not much ; we ’ll fit him to our turn,— 

And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa ; 

And make assurance, here in Padua, 

Of greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope, 

And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Lilc. Were it not that my fellow 8ch(K)lmtister 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

’T were good, methlnka, to steal our marriage ; 

Which once perform’d, let all the world say — uo, 

I ’ll keep mine own, despite of all tlie world. 

Tra, That by degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our vantage in this business ; 

We ’ll overreach the greybeard, Gremio, 

The narrow-prying father, Minola, 

The quaint musician, amorous Liciu ; 

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. 

Enter Grkmio. 

Signior Gremio! came you from the church? 

Gre. As willingly as e’er I came fmm scIuk)!. 

Tra. And is die bride and bridegroom coming 
home? 

Gre. A bridegroom, say you? ’t is a groom indeed, 
A grumbling groom, and that tlie girl shall find. " 
Tra. Curster than she? why, ’t is impossible. 

Gre. Why, he ’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 

Tra. Why, she s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut ! she ’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 

1 11 tell you, sir Lucentio; When tlie jiriest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife, 

Ay, by gogs-wouns,” quotli he ; and swore so loud 
That, all amaz’d, the priest let fall the book : 

And, as he stoop’d again to take it up, 

This mai-brainM bridegroom took him sudi a cuff, 
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That down fell priest and book, and book an(^ priest j 
“ Now take them np,” quoth he, “ if any list.” 

Tra. What said the wencli, when he aiwe again t 
Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp’d, and 
swore, 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many cerenmnies done. 

He calls for wine : — “A health,” quoth he, a^ if 
He had been aboard, carousing to his mates 
Aftec a st(inn : — Quaff’d off the inuscadel, 

And tlirew tiie sops all in tl»e sexton’s face ; 

Having no otlier reason, — 

But that his beard grew thin and Imngerly, 

And seem’d to ask him sops as he wavS drinking. 

This done, he took the bride aUmt tlie neck, 

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous sui.K'k. 

Tliat, at the partmg, all the churclj did echo. 

And I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, tlie rout is coming : 

Such a mad marriage never was l)erore. 

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstiels play. [AfM.nc. 

Enter Pethucio, Katharina, Bianca, Baptist a, 
Hohtensio, Guumio, and Train , 

Pet Gentlemen and friends, I thunk yt)u for your 
pains ; 

1 know, you think to dine with me to-iUiy, 

And liave prepar’d great store of wedding elieor ; 

But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, 

And therefore here 1 mean to take my leave. 

Bap. Is ’t possible you will away to-night V 
Pet I must away to-day, tiefore night come : 

Make it no wonder; if you knew my business 
You would entreat me ratlier go than stay. 

And, honert company, I thank yoa all, 

That have behel a me give away myself 
To thia most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife : 
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Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 

For I must hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tra. iiCt us entreat you stay till after dinner. 

Pei. It may not be. 

Ore. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. 

Pet, I am content. 

Kaih. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ; 

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay. 

Pet. Grumio, my horse.* 

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready ; the oats have eaten the 
horses. 

Kath. Nay, then. 

Do what thou can.st, I will not go to-day ; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 

The door is open, sir, there lies your way. 

You may be jogging whiles your boots are green ; 

For me, I ’ll not be gone, till I please myself: 

TT is like, you ’ll prove a jolly surly groom, 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. 0 Kate, content thee ; prithee be not angry, 
Kaih. I will be angry. What hast thou to do ? 
Father, be quiet : he shall stay my leisure. 

Ore. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 

Kaih. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner : 

1 see, a woman may be made a fool, 

If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy command. 
Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 

Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 

Carouse full measure to her iqaidenhead, 

Be mad tmd merry,*— or go hang yourselves; 

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me, 

. ♦ Sm'Be Is here used in ihe plumb 
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Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret ; 

I will be master of what is mine own : 

She is my goods, my chattels; she is my house. 

My household-stufl*, my field, my bam, 

My horse, my ox, my ass, my anything ; 

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 

1 T1 bring mine action on the proudest he 
That stops my way in Padua. Gramio, 

Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset with thieves ; 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man 
Fear not, sweet weucli, they shall not touch thee, Kate 
I T1 buckler thee against a million 

[Exeunt Pet., Katii., and Ghu. 
Sap, Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 

Gre, Went they not quickly I should die with 
laugliing, 

Tra* Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 

Luc. Mistress, what ’s your opinion of your sister 1 
Sian, That, being mad herself, she ’s madly mated, 
Gre. I warrant him, Petnicio is Kated. 

Bap, Neighbours aud friends, though Liide and bride- 
groom wants 

For to supply tlie places at the table, 

You know there wants no junkets at tl)e feast ; 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s place ; 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room, 

Tru. Shall sweet Bianca practice how to bride it? 
Bap. She shall, Lucentio. — Come, gentlemen, let’s go. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^4 Uall in Petrucio 5 Country House. 

Enter Ghumio. 

Gru, Fie, fie, on all tired jades ! on all nmd mas- 
ters! and all foul ways! Was ever man so l)eaten‘? 
was ever man so rayed was ever man so weary i I 
am sent before to make a fire, and they are coming 
after to warm tliem. Now, were not I a little pot, and 
soon hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my 
tongue to the roof of my mouth, my heart in my belly, 
ere I should come by a fire to thaw me But, I, with 
blowing tJie fire, shall warm myself; for, considering 
the weatJjer, a taller man tlian I will take cold. Holla, 
lioa ! Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that calls so coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice : If thou doubt it, thou mayst 
slide from my shoulder to my heel, with no greater a 
run but my head and my neck. A lire, good Curtis. 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio? 

Gru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire, fire; cast 
on no water. 

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew as she ’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost : but, 
thou know’st, winter tames man, woman, <md beast; 
for it hath tamed my old master and my new mistress, 
and myself,*^ fellow Curtis. 

- Curt. Away, you tliree-inch fool ! I am no besjst 

Gru. Am 1 but three inches'? why, tliy horn is a 

• Eaj/ed — covered with mire, sullied, 

^ Gruniio, ealUug himseli' a beait, has also calm 

Curtis /ew«>,~heiM)e the offence. ^ 
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foot; and 00 long am I, at the least,. But will tliou 
make a fire, or shall I wmplain on thee to our mistress, 
whose hand (she being now at liand) thou ehalt soon 
feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow in thy liot 
office! 

Curt, I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, How goes the 
world! 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but thine; 
and, therefore, fire : Do thy duty, and have thy duly ; 
for my master and mistress are almost frozen to death. 

Curt. There ’s fire ready ; And, therefore, good Gru 
mio, the news! 

Gru. Why, ‘‘Jack, boy! ho, boy!”" and as much 
news as tliou wilt. 

Curt, Come, you are so full of conycafc.hing. 

Gru, Why, therefore, fire; for I have caught extreme 
cold. Where s tlie cook ? is supper ready, the liouse 
trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept ; the serving- 
men in their new fustian, the white stoctings, and every 
officer his wedding garment on! Be the jacks fair 
within, the jills fair witliout,*’ the carpets laid,® and 
evciything in order! * 

Curt. All ready. And, therefore, I pray thee, news ! 

Gru. First, know, my horse is tired ; my master and 
mistress fallen out 

Curt, How! 

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt. And thereby 
hangs a tale. 

• The flr«t word* of a round for four voices, nrjoted, in 

ta a routioal work, entitled * Pamme/m, Mutickes ; 

f»f Mixed Varietie qf Pleasemt Rumdelayu and dciigA\fui 
(kUchet,^ &c. 

^ Jach were leathern drinklng-veweli— cum or mea- 
•urea of metal. The leathern jug* were to l)e kept clean wdhln 
—the jpewter one# bright without. But Gnimio is quibbling 
uptti the application of JUlg to maids, and Jndis to men. 

• (JarpeU Mwd—to cover the tabloi. The floors were strewed 
with ruahea, 

VOU U. j 
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Curt Let ’s ha *t, good Grumio. 

Gr%, Lend thine eaj. 

Curt. Here. 

Gtxl There. [Striking kwu 

Curt This 't is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale. 

Gm. And therefore ’t is called, a sensible tale ; and 
this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and lieseech 
listening. Now I begin : Imprimis^ we came down a 
foul hill, my master riding behind my mistress ; 

Curt. Both on one horse ? 

Gru. What ’s that to thee? 

Curt Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale: — Butliadst thou not crossed 
me, thou shouldst have heard how her horse fell, and 
she under her horse ; thou shouldst have heard, in how 
miry a place : how she was bemoiled f how he left her 
witli the horse upc>n her ; how he l)eat me because her 
horse stumbled; how she waded through the dirt to 
pluck him off me ; how he swore ; how she prayed, that 
never prayed before ; how 1 cried ; how the horses ran 
away ; how her bridle was burst; how I lost my crup- 
per ; with many tilings of worthy memory, which now 
shall die in oblivion, and thou return unexperienced to 
thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning, ho is more shrew than she. 

Gru. Ay ; and that thou and the proudest of you all 
Bhall find, when he comes home. But what talk I of 
this Call forth Nathaniel, Joseph, Nicholas, Philip, 
Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest. Let their heads be 
sleekly combed, their blue coats brushed, and their 
garters of an indifferent knit ; let them curtsey with 
their left legs ; and not presume to touch a hair of my 
master’s horse-tail, till they kiss their hands. Are they 
all ready ? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth, 

• bemired. 
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CSirt. Do you hear, ho ? you must meet my master, 
to countenance my mistress. 

Gru, Why, she hath a face of her own. 

Curt, Who knows not that? 

Oru. Thou, it seems, that callcst for company to 
countenance her. 

Curt I call them forth to credit her. 

Oru, Why, she comes to bon'ow nothing of them. 

Enter several Servants. 

Nath. Welcome home, Gruraio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio? 

Jos. What, Grumio I 
Nich. Fellow Grumio? 

Nath, How now, old lad ? 

Oru, Welcome, you; — how now, yon;— what, you; 
— ^fellow, you; — and tlius much for greeting. Now, 
my spruce companions, is all ready, and all things 
neat? 

Nath, All things is ready : how near is our master ? 
Oru. E’en at hand, alighted by this : and therefore 
be not, — Cock’s passion, silence !— I hear my miister. 

Enter PETUurio and Katiiaiiina. 

Pet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at door, 
To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse ? 

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? 

All Serv, Here, here, sir ; here, sir. 

Pet, Here, sir ! here, sir I here, sir ! here, sir I 
You loggerheaded and unpolished grooms ! 

What, no attendance ? no regard ? no dut} ? 

Where is the foolish knave 1 sent before ? 

Oru. Hcfe, sir ; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet. You peasant swain ! you whoreson malt^horse 
drudge ! 

Did I not bid Uiee meet me in the park, 

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 
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Gru. Na^Jianiel’8 coat, sir, wai not fully made, 

And Qabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’ the heel } 
There was no Ijnk to colour Peter’s hat, 

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine but Adam, Ralph, and Gve- 
gory; 

The rest were ragge^l, old, and beggarly ; 

Vet, as they are, liere are they come to meet you. 

Pet Qt), rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. — 

[Exeiint some of the Servants. 
^ Wliere is the life that late 1 led ” ® — [Smys. 

Where are those Sit down, Kate, and welcome. 

Soud, soud, soud, soud !** 

Re-efiter Servants, with Supper, 

Why, when, I gay ? — Nay, good sweet Kate, l>e merry. 
Off with my boote, you rogues, you villains ; When ? 

It was the friar of orders grey, [f^ngs. 
As he foilli walked on his way 
Out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 

Take diat, and mend the plucking of the other.— 

[Strikoe him. 

Be merry, Kate Some water here ; what, ho ! 

Where ’g my spaniel Trollus?— Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : [£jr. Serv, 
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted 
with. 

Where are my slippers?— Shall 1 have some water? 

[A basiji 18 presented to him. 
Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily ! — 

[Servant IcU the ewer fall 
V<»u whoreson villain ! will you let it fall ? 

him. 

* In ‘ A Handcftil of Pleasant nelites/ 1584, this ii the title 
of a '* new Sonet," 

^ These words ere iliought to e:Kprcu the noise made by a 
person heated and tatigued. 
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Kath. Patience, I pray you ; 't was a fault unwilling. 
Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flaj^ear’d knave ! 
Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall 1 ? 
What is this ? mutton If 
1 Serv. Ay. 

Pet Who brought it? 

1 Serv. I. 

Pet ’T is burnt ; and so is all the meat ; 

What dogs are these ! — Where is tlie rascal cook ? 

How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser, 

And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all : 

S Throws the meat, ^c., about the stage. 
theads, and unmanner ’d slaves ! 

What, do you grumble? 1 ’ll be with you straight 
Kath, I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet j 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

Pet I tell thee, Kate, ’t was burnt and dried awayj 
And I expressly am forbid to touch it, 

For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 

And better ’t were that both of us did fast, 

Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric, 

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh. 

Be patient ; to-morrow it sliali be mended, 

An4 for this night, we ’ll fast for company ; 

Corner I will bring thee to thy bridal ebamber. 

[Exeunt Pbt., Kath., and Curt. 
Nath. [Advaiwing^ Peter, di^t ever see the like t 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour. 

Renter CuuTia. 

Gfrw. Where is he? 

Curt In her charal)er, 

Making a sermon of continency to her : 

And null, and swears, and rates ; that she, poor soul, 
Know* not which way to stand, to look, to speak j 
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And sits as one new-Hsen from a dream. 

Away, away I for he is coming hitiier. {Exeimt 

Re-enter Petrucjo. 

Pet. Thus have T politicly begun my reign, 

And ’t is my hope to end successfully : 

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty ; 

And, till she stoop, she must not he full-gorg’d. 

For then she never looks upon her lure. ^ 
Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come, and know her keeper’s call, 

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites, 

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not; 

As with the meat, some undeserved fault 
ni find about the making of the bed ; 

And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster. 

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets 
Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend. 

That all is done in reverend care of her ; 

And, in conclasion, she shall watch all night : 

And, if she chance to nod. I’ll rail and brawl. 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ; 

And thus I’ll curb her mad and head-strong humour : 
He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 

Now let him speak ; ’t is charity to show. {ExH. 

SCENE II.— Padua. Before Baptista’s House. 
Enter Tbanio and Hoetensio, 

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that mistress Bianca 
Doth fimey any other but Lucentio ? 

I teB you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

» To man my hoffgard^to tame my wild hawk. 
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Hor. Sir, to satisfy you m what I liav^e said, 

Stand by, and mark the manner of liis teaching. 

[ They stand aside. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read ? 

Bian, What, master, read you ? lirst resolve me ttial. 

Luc. 1 read that 1 profess, tlie art to love. 

Bian, And may you prove, sir, master of your art ! 

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my 
hejirt ! VTliey retire. 

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry' Now, tell me, I pray 
You that durst swear that your mistress Blanca 
Lov’d none in tlie world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra. 0 despiteful love ! unconstant womankind I 
1 tell tliee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Uor, Mistake no more : 1 am not Licio, 

Nor a musician, as 1 seem to he; 

But one that scorn to live in this disguise, 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a cull ion : 

Know, sir, tliat 1 am call'd Hortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have ('ften heard 
Of yonr entire aflection to Bianca ; 

And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness, 

I will with you, — if you be so contented, — 

Forswear Bianca, and her Jove for ever. 

Bor. See, how they kiss and court ! Signior Luccnti<>, 
Here is my hand, and here 1 lirmly vow 
Never to woo her more ; but do forswear her. 

As one unwortliy all tlie former favours 
That I have fondly tlafter d her withal. 

Tret. And here 1 take the like unfeigned oath, 

Never to marry with her tliough she would entreat: 

Fie on her ! see, how beastly she doth court him. 

Bor. ’Would all tlie world, but he, had quite for- 
twom ! 
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For me, tliat I may surely keep mine oath, 

I will be married to a wealthy widow 

Ere tliree days pass ; which hath as long lov'd me, 

As I have lov’d this proud disdainful hagganl : 

And so farewell, signior Lucentio. 

Kindness in women, not their beauteous hwks, 

Shall win my love ; and so I take my leave, 

In resolution as I swore before. 

[Bsnt Hon. — Luc. and Bia«. advmn* 

Tra, Mistress Bianca, bless you witli such grace 
As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case 1 
Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love ; 

And have forsworn you with Ilorlensio. 

Bian. Tranio, you jest. Hut have you both forsworn 
me"? 

TVa. Mistress, we have. 

Ltic. Tlum we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. r faith, he ’ll have a lusty widow now, 

Tliat shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 

Bian. Grod give him joy ! 

Tra. Ay, and he ’ll tame her. 

Bian. He says so, Tranio. 

Tra, ’Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school. 

Bian. The taraiug-scltool ! what, U tliere such a 
place? 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petrucio is the master ; 

Tliat teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long. 

To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. 

Enter Biondru.o, twining. 

Bion. 0 master, master, I have watch’d so long 
That I am dog-weary ; but at last I spied 
An ancient angle* coming down the Wll, 

Will serve the turn. 

• Angle. An an^le la a liaJt, aRurement ; and, in the 
of the imssagft before nt. if also <me who may be al\nrai«^ 
oHved. An engle, in the old writers, is a guU. 
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Tm. What is he, Biondello 1 

Bion, Master, a mercatante, or a pedant, 

I know not what; but formal in apparel, 

In gait and countenance surely like a fallier. 
it4C. And what of him, Tranio ? 

Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale, 

I 'll make him glad to seem Vincentio ; 

And give assurance to Baptista Minola, 

As if he were the right V incentio. 

Take in your love, and then let me alone. 

[Exeunt Luc. and Hian. 

Enter a Pedant 
Fed. God save you, sir ! 

Tm. And you, sir ! you are welcome. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the farthest 
Fed, Sir, at the fartliest for a week or two ; 

But then up farther ; and as far as Rome ; 

And so to Tripoli, if (tod lend me life. 

Tra* What countryman, I pray f 

Fed. Of Mantua. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir ? — marry, God forbid ! 

And come to Padua, careless of your life? 

Fed. My life, sir ! how, I pray ? for that goes luinl 
Tra. 'T is death h)r any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua. Know you not tlie cause ? 

Your ships are stay’d at Venice ; and die duke 
^or private quarrel ’twixt your duke and him) 

Hath publishu and proclaim’d it openly : 

’T is marvel ; but that you are but newly come. 

You might have heard it else proclaim’d alwut. 

Fed. Alas, sir, it is worse for me than so ; 

For I have bills for money by exchange 
From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 

This will 1 and this I will advise you : 

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisii t 
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Ped, Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been ; 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

Ti'a. Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him ; 

A merchant of incomparable wealtli. 

Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say, 

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Biofi. As much as an apple doth an oyster, arid all 
one. [Aside^ 

Tra. To save your life in this extremity, 

This favour will I do you for his sake ; 

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes, 

That you are like to sir Vincentio. 

His name and credit shall you undei*take, 

And in my house you shall be friendly lodg’d. 

Look, that you take upon you as you should ; 

You understand rne, sir; — so shall you stay 
Till you have done your business in the city : 

If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Ped. 0, sir, I do; and will repute you ever 
The patron of my life and liberty. 

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 
This, by the way, I let you understand ; 

My father is here look’d for every day, 

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 
’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here : 

In all these circumstances I ’ll instruct yon ; 

Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you. [ExemU. 

SCENE 111 . — A Room in Petiucio's Houge. 
Enter Katharina and Grumio. 

Grw. No, no; forsooth, I dare n{)t, for my life 
Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spite appeal’s ; 
What, did he marry me to famish me ? 

Beggan that come unto my father’s door, 

I^n entreaty, have a present alms ; 

If not, eliewhere they meet with charity i 



SOKNI in.] TAMIXa OF THE SHREW. 


15S 


But I, who never knew how to entreat, 

Nor never needed that I should entreat, 

Am starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ; 

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 

And that which spites me more than all these wants, 
He does it under name of perfect love ; 

As who should say, if I sliould sleep, or eat, 

’T were deadly sickness, or else present death. 

I prithee go, and get me some repast ; 

1 care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Gru. What say you to a neat s foot ? 

Kath, Tis piissing good; I prithee lot me have it. 
Gru, 1 fear it is too choleric a meat : 

How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil’d? 

Kath, 1 like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me. 

Gru, I cannot tell ; I fear ’t is choleric. 

What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard? 

Kath, A dish tliat I do love to feed upon. 

Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too Iiot a little. 

Kath, Why, then the beef, and let the mustard rest. 
Gru, Nay, then I will uot; you shall have the 
mustard, 

Or else you get no beef of Grumio. 

Kath. Then both, or one, or anything thou wilt. 
Gru. Why, then the musUird without the beef. 

Kaih, Go, g^et thee gone, thou false deluding slave, 

\BeaU hita. 

That feed’st me with the very name of meat ; 

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you, 

That triumph thus upon my misery I 
Go, get thee gone, I say, 

Eftter pETEUOio, with a dish of meat; and Houtensio. 

Pet, How fares my Kate? What, sweating, all 
amort?* 

Ear, Mistress, what cheer? 

• All awwrf^dispiritcd. 
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Kath, ’Faitli, as cold as can 

Pet Pluck up thy spirits, look cheerfully upon me. 
Here, love ; thou see’st how diligent I am, 

To dress thy meat myself and bring it thee : 

[Sets the dish on a table, 

I am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What, not a word ? Nay, tlien thou lov’st itiiol • 

And all my pains is sorted to no proof : 

Here, take away this dish. 

Kath, I pray ymi, let it stand. 

Pet Tlie poorest service is rejiaid with thanks ; 

And so siiall mine, before you touch the meat 
Kath. I thank you, sir. 

Hot. Signior Petrucio, fie ! you are to blame ; 

Come, mistress Kate, I ’ll bear you company. 

Pet Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov'st me. 

[Aside. 

Much good do it unto tby gentle heart ! 

Kate, eat apace And now, my honey love. 

Will we return unto thy father’s house ; 

And revel it as bravely as the best. 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruffs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and tilings ; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double cliange of bravery, 
With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knavery. 
What, hast thou din’d 1 The tailor stays thy leisure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 

Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments ; ^ 

Enter Haberdasher. ^ 

Lay forth the gown. — What news with you, sir? 

Bab, Here is die cap your worship did bespeak. 

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ; 

A velvet dish ; — fie, fie I ’t is lewd and filthy j 
Why, 't is a cockle, or a walnutshell, 
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A kmck, a toy, a trick, a baby’s oap ; 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Kcuth. I ’ll have no bigger ; this doth fit die time, 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too, 
And not till then. 

Hot. That will not be in haste. [Aside, 

Kath. Why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to speak ; 
And speak I will. I am no child, no babe : 

Your Betters have endur’d me say my mind ; 

And, if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart j 
Or else my heart, concealing it, will break ; 

And rather than it shall, 1 will be fi ee 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet, Why, thou say’st true j it is a paltry ca{), 

A custard-coftin,'' a bauble, a silken pie : 

I love thee well, in tliat thou lik’st it not. 

Kath. Love me, or love me not, 1 like the cap ; 

And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay. — Come, tailor, let us sou’t, 

0 mercy, God ! wliat masking stuif is heie ! 

What ’s this? a sleeve? ’t is like a demi-canuon : 
What! up and down, carv’d like an apphvtavt? 

Here ’s snip, and nip, and cut, and slish, and slash, 
Like to a censer in a burbej’s shop : 

Why, what, o’ devil’s name, tailor, raH’st thou this ? 
Hor. I see, she ’s like to have neither cap nor gown. 

[Aside. 

Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the fa8hi<)n and the time. 

Pei. Marry, and did ; but if you be remember’d, 

1 did not bid you mar it to the time. 

Go, hop me over every kennel home, 

For you shall hop witliout my custom, sir ; 

1 ’H none of it j hence, make your beat of it 

• The crust of a pic was colled the coffin. 
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Kath. I never saw a better fashion’d gown, 

More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable : 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet of thee, 
Tai. She says, your worship means to make a puppet 
of her. 

Pd. 0 monstrous arrogance 1 Thou liest, thou thread, 
Thou thimble, 

Thou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thou : 

Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of thread I 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or 1 shall so be-mete thee with thy yard, 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv’st ! 

I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship is deceiv’d ; the gomi is made 
Just as my master had direction : 

Gnimio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order ; I gave him the stuff. 
Tai. But how did you desire it should bo made ? 
Gru. Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut ? 

Gru, Thou hast faced • many things. 

Tai. I have. 

Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved ^ many men ; 
brave not me. I will neither be faced nor braved, I 
say unto thee — I bid thy master cut out the gown ; but 
I did not bid him cut it to pieces ; ci'gOy thou liest. 
Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to testify. 
Pd. Read it. 

Gru. The note lies in ’s throat, if he say I said so. 
Tai. Imprimis j “ a loose-bodied gown 
Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, sew 
me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death with a 
bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown. 

Pd. Proceed. 

» facingt. 


iirared-made fine, 
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Tau With a small compassed caj^e j” 

Gru. I confess the cape. 

Tai. “ With a trunk sleeve j” 

Gm. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. ** The sleeves curiously cut” 

Pet Ay, there 's tlie villainy. 

Gru, Error i’ the bill, sir ; error i’ the bill. I com- 
manded tiie sleeves should be cut out, and seweil up 
again : and that I T1 prove upon thee, though thy little 
finger be armed in a thimble. 

Tai, This is true, that I say; an I had thee in 
place where, tliou sliouldst know it. 

Grw. I am for thee straight : take tliou the bill, give 
me thy mele-yartl, and spare not me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio 1 then he shall have no 
odds. 

Pet Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me. 

Gru, You are i’ tlie right, sir ; ’t is lor my mistress. 
Pet Go, take it up unto thy master’s use. 

Gru. Viliam, not fur thy life : Take up my mistress’ 
gown for thy master’s use ! 

Pet. Why, sir, what 's your conceit in that? 

Gru, 0, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think fur; 
Take up m ‘ 

0, fie, fie, fie ! 

Pet, Ilortensio, say thou wilt see tlie tailor p.iid : — 

[Aside. 

Go, take it hence ; begone, and say no more. 

iTor. Tailor, I ’ll }>ay thee for thy gown to-morrow. 
Take no unkindness of his hasty words ; 

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. [J^xtV Tailor. 
Pet Well, come, my Kate; we will unto your 
father’s. 

Even in these honest mean habiliments ; 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor ; 

For ’t is the mind that makes the body nch ; 

And M the sun breaks through il<e darkest clouds, 
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So honour peereth in the meanest habit 
What is tlie jay more precious than tlie lark, 

Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better tlian tlie eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

0, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me : 

And therefore frolic ; we will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. 

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 

Let ’s see ; I think ’t is now some seven o'clock, 

And well we may come tliere by dinner-time. 

Kath. 1 dare assure you, sir, 't is almost two ; 

And ’t will be supper-time ere you come tliere. 

Pet. It shall be seven, ere I go to horse : 

Lopk, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 

You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let ’t alone : 

I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 

It shall be what o’clock I say it is. 

Nor. Why, so! this gallant will command the sun. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. — Padua. Before House. 

Enter TsLA-viOf and the Pedant dressed like Vincentio, 

Tra. Sir, this is the house. Please it you that I 
call ? 

Fed. Ay, what else ? and, but I be deceiv’d, 

Signior Baptista may remember me, 

Near twenty years ago, in Genoa, 

Where we were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tra. T is well ; and hold your own, in any cate, 
With such austerity as ’longeth to a fatlier. 
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' Enter Biondbllo. 

Fed. I warrant you : But, sir, here comes your boy ; 
T were good he were school d. 

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah Biondello, 

Now do your duty throughly, I advise you ; 

Imagine ’t were die right Vincentio. 

Eton. Tut ! fear not me. 

Tra. But liast thou done thy errand to Baptisla ? 
Eton. I told liim, that your father was at Venice ; 
And that you look’d for him this day in Padua. 

Tra. Thou ’rt a tall fellow ; hold thee tliat to drink. 
Here comes Baptista : — set your countenance, sir. 

Enter Baptista and Lucentio. 

Signior Baptista, you are liappily met ; — 

Sir, \p the Pedant] tliis is the gentleman 1 told you of : 
I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Fed. Soft, son ! 

Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weiglity cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself ; 

And, — for the good report I hear of you ; 

And for the love he beareth to your daughier, 

And she to him, — to stay him not too long, 

I am content, in a good father’s care. 

To have him match’d ; and, — if you pleas'd to like 
No worse than I,— ujion some agreement, 

Me shall you dud ready and willing 
W ith one consent to have her so bestow’d ; 

For curious* I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well. 

Bc^. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say 
Four jdainness and your shortness please me well. 
Right bue it is, your son Lucentio here 
• Curiomi — scrupulous. 


VOX-. II. 


K 
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Doth love my daughter, and she loveth him, 

Or both dissemble deeply their afiectioni 
And, therefore, if you say no more than tins, 

That like a father you will deal with him, 

And pass my daughter a sufficient dower, 

The match is made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 

TVa, I thank you, sir. Where tlien do you know 
best, 

We be affied ; and such assurance ta’en. 

As shall with either part’s agreement stand f 
Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you know, 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants : 

Besides, old Gremio is heark’ning still ; 

And, happily, we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you ; 

Tliere doth my father lie ; and there, this night, 

We ’ll pass the business privately and wdll : 

Send for your daughter by your servant here, 

My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently. 

The worst is this, that, at so slender warning, 

You are like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well ; Cambio, hie you home, 

And bid Bianca make her ready straight; 

And, if you will, tell what hath hapjjened : 
liUcentio’s father is arriv’d in Padua, 

And how she ’s like to be Lucentio’s wife! 

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with all my 
heart! 

Tra, Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Si^ior Bajrtista, shall I leii tlie way i 
Welcome I one mess is like to be your cheer; 

Come, sir; we will better it in Pisa. 

Bap. I follow you. 

[Exeunt Tra., Fed., and Bap. 

Bion. Cambio, 

Wliat say’st thou, Biondello ? 
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Bion, You gaw my master wink and laugh upon 
youf 

Luc. Biondello, what of tliat ? 

Bion, ’Faith, nothing; but he has left me here be- 
hind, to expound the meaning or moral of his signs 
and tokens. 

Luc. I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then tlius, Baptista is safe, talking with the 
deceiving father of a deceitful son. 

Luc. And what of him ^ 

Bio7i. His daughter is to be brouglit by you to the 
•upper. 

Luc. And then ? 

Bion. The old priest at saint Luke’s church is at 
your command at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all tliis? 

Bion. I cannot tell : expect • they are busied about 
a counterfeit assurance : Take you assurance of Iwr 
cum privilegio ad imprimcndum solum : to the church ; 
^take the priest, clerk, and some sufficient honest wit- 
netsee : 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more to say, 
But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. [Gomi^. 

Luc. Hear'st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry ; I knew a wench married in 
an afternoon as she went to tlie garden for parsley to 
stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir ; and so adieu, sir. 
My master haffi aj)pointe(i me to go to saint Luke’s, to 
bid the priest be ready to come against you come with 
your appendix. [Exit, 

Luc, I may, and will, if she be so contented : 

She will be pleas'd, tlien wherefore should I doubt ^ 
Hap what hap may, I ’ll roundly go about her; 

U •nail go hard, if Cambio go witlwut her. 

• l>elieA'd--lhink— they are basted, &e. 
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SCENE V.— ^ public Road. 

Enter Pktbucio, Kathabina, and Hortensio. 
PeU Come on, o’ Gk)d s naiiie ; once mure toward 
our father’s. 

GtKxi Lord, how bright and goodly shines the moon ; 
Kath. The moon I the sun ; it is not moonlight now. 
Pet. I say it is the moon tliat shines so bright 
Kath. 1 Imow it is the sun that shines so bright. 

Pet. Now, by my mother’s son, and that ’s myself, 
It shall be moon, or star, or what 1 list. 

Or ere 1 journey to your father’s house : 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again. 

Evermore cross’d and cross’d ; nothing but cross’d ! 
Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go, 

Kaih. Forward, I pray, since we have come so fjii. 
And be it moon, or sun, or wliat you please : 

And if you please to call it a rush candle, 

Henceforth 1 vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet 1 say it is tlie moon. 

Kath. I know it is the moon. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun, 

KaPh. Then, God be bless’d, it is the blessed sun : 
But sim it is not, when you say it is not ; 

' And the moon changes, even as your mind. 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is i 
And so it shall be so for Katharine. 

Hor. Petrucio, go thy ways ; tlie field is won. 

Pet Well, forward, forward : tlius the bowl should 
run, 

And not unluckily against the bias. 

But soft ! Company is coming here ! 

Enter VxNCENTio, tn a travelling dree* 

Gtwd morrow, gentle mistrew: Where away? [To Vtn, 
Tell me, sweet Kate^ and tell me truly too, 

Hast thou l>€held a fresher gentlewoman! 
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Such war of white and red within her cheeks ? 

What stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, 

As those two eyes become that heavenly face 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee : 

Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

Hor, ’A will make the man mad, to make a woman 
of him. 

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fvesli, and 
sweet, 

Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? 

Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bedfellow ! 

Pet Why, how now, Kate? I hope thou art not mad : 
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd ; 

And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes, 

That have been so bedazzled witli the sun, 

That everything I look on seemeth green : 

Now' I perceive lliou art a reverend father ; 

Pardon, 1 pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet Do, good old grandsire ; and, witlial, make 
known 

Which way thou travellest : if along wltli us, 

We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Ftn. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress, 

That with jrour stran^ encounter much amaz’d lue, 

My name is call’d Vmcmtio : my dwelling Pisa ; 

And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A ion of mine, which long 1 have not seen. 

Pet What is his name ? 

Vin, Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

1 may entitle thee my loving father ; 

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 

Thyaon by this hath morri^: wonder not, 
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Nor be not griev’d; she is of good esteem, 

Her dowry wealtliy, and of worthy birth ; 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Vinceiitio : 

And wander we to see thy honest son, 

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 

Vin, But is this true? or is it else your pleasure, 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Jlor, I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof ; 

For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 

[Bxeunt Pet., Kath., and Vis. 
Hor. Well, Petmeio, this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow; and if she be froward, 

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. [Exit, 
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ACT V. 

SCENE 1. — Padua. Before Lucentioi Bouse, 

Enter on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca ; 
Grbmio walking mi the other side. 

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for tlie priest is ready. 
Luc, 1 fly, Biondello : but they may chance to nee<l 
thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, faith, I ’ll see the church o’ your back; 
and then come back to my master as soon as 1 can. 

[^Exeunt Luc., Bian., and Bion. 
Grc. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter Petrucio, Kathauina, Vincbntio, and 
Atteodantg. 

Pet. Sir, here ’s the door, tliis is Lucentio’s house, 
My fadier 8 bears more toward the market“j)lace ; 
Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. * 

Vin, You shall not choose but drink before you go ; 
I think I shall command your welcome here, 

And by all likeliliood, some cheer is toward. [Knocks. 
Gre. They ’re busy within, you were best knock 
loudei'. 

Enter Pedant above at a window. 

Fed, What’s he that knocks as he would beat down 
the gate? 

Vin, Is signior Lucentio within, sir? 

Fed, He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken witlial. 
Vin, What if a man bring him a hundred pound or 
two, to make merry withal? 

Fed, Keep your hundred pounds to yourself; he 
•hall need nrnie, lo long as 1 live. 

Pet, Nay, I told you your son was well beloved in 



166 


TAMING OP TUE SHREW, 


[Act V. 


Padua. — Do you hear, sir? — to leave frivolous cir- 
cumstances, — I pray you, tell signior Lucentio that 
ills father is come from Pisa, and is here at the door to 
speak with him. 

Ped. Thou liest ; his father is come from Pisa, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Fm. Art diou his father t 

Pcd. Ay, sir j so his mother says, if I may believe 
iier. 

Pet, Why, how now, gentleman! [To Vincen.] 
why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 
man^s name. « 

Ped, Lay hands on the villain. I believe a’ means 
to cozen somebody in this city under my countenance. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Bion, I have seen tliem in the church together ; God 
send ’em good shipping! — Bui who is here? mine old 
master, VincentioT Now we are undone, and brought 
to nothing. 

Vin. Come hither, crack-hemp. [Seeing Bioi^. 

Bion. 1 hope I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have you for- 
got me ? 

Bion. Forgot you? no, sir; I could not forget you, 
for 1 never saw you before in all my life. 

Pin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou never 
fee thy master’s father, Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old, worshipful old master ? Yes, 
marry, sir ; see where he looks out of tlie window. 

Vin. Is ’t so, indeed ? [Beats Bion. 

Bion. Help, help, help ! here ’s a madman will 
murther me. [EaM. 

Ped. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ! 

[Exit from the vmdow. 

Pet Prithee, Kate, let ’s stand aside, and see the «id 
of this controversy. [They retire. 
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Be^^nter Pedant heloto; Baptist a, Tranio, mid 
Servants. 

Tra, Sir, what are you that offer to beat my servant t 

Vin. What am I, sir ? nay, what are you, sir f — 0 
immortal gods ! 0 fine villain ! A silken doublet ! a 
velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak I and a copatain hat ! * — 0, 
I am undone, I am undone ! Wiile I play the good 
husband at home, my son and my servant spend all at 
the university. 

Tra, How now ? what ’s the matter t 

Bap, What, is the man lunatic ? 

Tra, Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by 
your habit, but your words show you a madman. Why, 
sir, what cems^ it you if I wear pearl and gold? 1 
thank my good father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin, Thy father ? 0 villain ! he is a sailmaker in 
Bergamo. 

Bap, You mistake, sir; you mistake, sir: Pray, 
what do you tliink is his name ? 

Vin, His name ? as if I knew not his name : I have 
brought him up ever since he was tliree years old, and 
his name is Tranio. 

Fed, Away, away, mad ass ! His name is Lucentio, 
and he is mine only son, and heir to tlie lands of me, 
signior Vincentlo. 

Vin, Lucentio! 0, he hath murthered his maaterl 
lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke’s name ; O, 
my son, my son !-~tell me^ thou villain, where is my 
son, Lucentio. 

Tra, Call forth an officer; [Enter one with an 
Officer.] Carry this mad knave to the gaol : — Fatlier 
Baptista, I charge you see that he be forthcoming. 

Vin, Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre, Stay, officer ; he shall not go to prison. 

• Imt. 

* Cerm meaus cwtcemt. 
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Bap, Talk not, gignior Greuiio. I say he shall go 
to prison. 

Gre, Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be coney* 
catched in this business. 1 dare swear is the right 
Vincentio. 

Fed, Swear, if thou darest 
Gre, Nay, I dare not swear it. 

Tra, Then thou wert best say that I am not Lucentio, 
Gre, Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio, 

Bap, Away with the dotard : to the gaol with him. 
Vin, Thus strangers may be haled and abus’d. 

O monstrous villain ! 

Bezier Biondello, ioith Lucentio and Bianca. 

Bion. 0, we are spoiled, and — Yonder he is ; deny 
him, forswear him, or else we are all undone. 

Imc. Pardon, sweet (ather. [Kneeling, 

Vin, Lives my sweet son t 

[Bion., Tra., and Ped. run Cfui 
Bian, Pardon, dear father. [Kneeling, 

Bap. How hast thou oflended ? 

Where is Lucentio f 
Luc. Here ’s Lucentio, 

Right son unto the right Vincentio ; 

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne. 

Gre. Here ’s packing with a witness, to deceive us 
all! 

Vin. Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 

That fac’d and brav’d me in this matter sot 
Bap, Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio f 
Bum, Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Lue, Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’s love 
Made me exchange my state with TraniO) 

While he did bear my countenance in the town j 
And happily 1 have arriv’d at last 
IBito wished haven of my bliss : 
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What Tranio did, myself eaforc’d him to ; 

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake. 

Fin. 1 11 slit the villain's nose, that would have sent 
me to the gaol. 

Bap. But do you hear, sir? [To Luoentio.] Have 
you married my daughter without asking my good-will? 

Fin. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you ; go to : 
But I will in, to be reveng’d for this villainy. [Exit 
Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. Exit. 
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not 
frown. [^Exeunt Luo. and Bian. 

Ore. My cake is dough :• But 1 11 in among the rest ; 
Out of hoj)e of all, — but my share of the feast, [Exit 

Pktrucio and Katharina advance. 

Kath. Husband, let ’s follow, to see the end of this ado. 
Pet First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What, in the midst of the street ? 

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ? 

Kath. No, sir; God forbid:— *but asliamed to kiss. 
Pet Why, then, let ’s home again i — Come, sirrah, 
let ’s away. 

Kathr Nay, I will give thee a kiss : now pray thee, 
love, stay. 

Pet Is not this well? — Come, my sweet Kate ; 
Better once than never, for never too late. [Exeunt 

SCENE n. — A Boom in Lucentio’s House. 

A banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vincentio, 
GasMio, the Pedant, Lucbntio, Bianca, Pbtru- 
cio, Katharina, Hortensio, and Widow. Tra- 
Kio, Biondeixo, Grumio, and others, attending. 
lm» At last, though long, our jarring notes agree ; 
And time it is, when raging war is d(me, 

* Mg edke it This proverliial exfnretsion is used in 

* Howell’s jUtiers, to express the disappointment of the hel^ 
presutaptive of France when Louis Klv. was bom : *' So that 
now Monsieur’s oake it dough** 
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To smile at. ’scapes and j)erils overblown. 

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome, 

While I with self-same kindness welcome thine : 
Brother Petrucio, — sister Katharina, — 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow, — 

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house. 

My banquet is to close our stomachs up, 

Alter our great good cheer : Pray you, sit down ; 

For now we sit to chat, as well as eat. [ They sit at table. 
Pet Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat. 

Bap. Padua alfords this kindness, son Petrucio. 

Pet Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 

Eor. For both our sakes, I would tliat word were true. 
Pet Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his widow. 
Wid. Then never trust me if I be afeard.® 

Pet You are very sensible, and yet you miss my 
sense ; 

[ mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. 

H^td. He tliat is giddy thinks the world turns round. 
Pet Roundly replied. 

Kath. Mistress, how mean you that ? 

Wid. Thus I conceive by him. 

Pet Conceives by me ! — How likes Hortensio that ? 
Hor. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale. 
Pet. Very well mended : Kiss him for that, good widow. 
Biath. He that is giddy thinks die world turns 
round : — 

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that. 

Wid, Your husband, being troubled with a shrew, 
Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe : 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kath, A very mean meaning. 

Wid, Right, I mean you. 

Kath. And 1 am mean, indeed, respecting you. 

Pet. To her, Kate! 

* The use of /eor in the active and passive sense Is Here exam* 
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Hor. To her, widow 1 

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down. 
Hor. That ’s my office. 

Pei. Spoke like an officer : — Ha’ to thee, lad. 

iDrinJcs to Hortknbio, 

Bap. How likes Gremio tliese quick-witted folkii ? 
Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well. 

Bian. Head, and butt ^ an hasty-witted body 
Would say your head and butt were head and horn. 
Vin. Ay, mistress bride, Imih tliat awaken’d you ? 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I ’ll sleep 
again. 

Pet. Nay, that you shall not ; since you have begun, 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two. 

Bian. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my busli, 
And then pursue me as you draw your bow ; — 

Tou are welcome all. [Ex. Bian., Kath., and WidoW; 

Pet. She hath prevented me, — Here, signior Tranio, 
This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefore, a health to all that shot and miss’d. 

Tra. 0, sir, Lucentio slipp’d me like his grey- 
hound, 

Which runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish. 
Tra. T* is well, sir, that you hunted for yourself ; 

'T is tliotight, your deer does hold you at a bay. 

Bap. 0 bo, Fetrucio, Tranio hits you now. 

Luc. I fhank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 

Hor, Confer, confess, hath he not hit you here ? 
Pet. A’ has a little gall’d me, I (xmfess ; 

And, as the jest did glance away from me, 

’T is ten to one it maim’d you two outright 
Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petrucio, 

1 think thou hast the veriest shrew of .all. 

Pit Wdl, I say— no ; and, therefore, for assurance, 
I<et ’s each one send unto his wife; 

And he, whose wife is most obedient 
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To come at first, when he doth lend for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will jjroitose. 

Hot. Content : Wliat 's the wager ? 

Luc* Twenty crowns. 

Fet. Twenty crowns ! 

1 ’ll venture so much on my hawk, or hound, 

But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc* A hundred then. 

Hot* Content 

Pet, A match ; ’t is done. 

Hor* Who sliall begin ? 

Luc* That will I. 

Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 

Burn. I go. [Exit. 

Bap* Son, I will be your half, Bianca comes. 

Luc* 1 'll have no halves j 1 ’ll bear it all myself. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

How now ! what news ? 

Bim* Sir, my mistress sends you word 

Tliat she is busy, and she caimot come. 

Pet* How ! she ’s busy, and she cannot come I 
Is that an answer? 

Gre* Ay, and a kind one too : 

pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet, 1 hope, better, 

Herr* Sirrah Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biownarao. 

Pet. 0, ho ! entreat her ! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

kor. 1 am afi'aid sir, 

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Now, where ’s my* wife? 

Bion* She says, you have some goodlyjest in hand; 
^ will not come ; she bids you come to Iter« 
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Pet Worse and worse ; she will not come ! 0 vile, 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d I 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress ; 

Say 1 command her come to me. [Exit Grumio. 
Hot, I know her answer. 

Pet What ? 

Hot, She will not. 

Pet, The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 

Enter Kathabina, 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Katharina! 
Kath. What is your will, sir, that you send for me ? 
Pel. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s wife ? 
Kc^ They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 

Pet. Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny to corac> 
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands : 
.Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. [Exit Kath, 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 

Hot. And so it is ; I won^r what it bodes, 

Pet Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet life, 
An awful rule, and right supremacy ; 

And, to be short, what not, that ’s sweet and happy. 

Bap, Now fair befall thee, good Petrucio I 
The wager thou hast won *, and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns I 
Another dowry to another daughter, 

For she is chang’d, as she had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet ; 

And show more sign of her obedience, 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Ee-mter BIaxharina, with Bianca and Widow. 

See, where she comes ; and brings your froward wives 
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion, 

Ka^iacina, that cap of yours becomes yon not ; 

Off with that bauble, throw it under fopt. 

[Kath, pulU off her cap) and throws it down. 
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Wid. Lord, let me never liave a cause to sigh, 

Till 1 be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian. Fie ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
l^te, I would yoiii duty were as foolish too : 

TliC wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-time. 
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty. 
Pet. Katliarine, I cliarge thee, tell these headstrong 
women 

What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. 

Wid. Come, come, you ’re mocking ; we will have 
no telling. 

Pet Come on, I say ; and first l>egin witli her. 

Wid. She shall not. 

Pet. 1 say, she slialj ; — and first begin witli her. 
Kath. Fie, tie ! unknit that Ihreat’niiig unkind brow ; 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord^ thy king, tliy governor ; 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts do bite tlie meads ; 
Confoimds thy fame, as whirlwinds sliake fair buds ; " 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 

A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubled, 

Muddy, ill-eeeming, thick, bereft of beauty j ^ 

And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it. 

Thy huskuid is thy lord, thy life, my keqier. 

Thy bead, thy sovereign ; one tliat cares for toee, 

And for thy maintenance : commits his IxKly 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 

To watch die night in storms, the day in cold. 

While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe ; 

And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true ob^ienc(^— 

Too little payment for so great a debt 
Suck duty as the subject owes die prince, 

Ev& such a woman owefti to her husliand % 

Jted wlien she 's froward, peevish, sullen, sttir, 
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And not obedient to lilg honest will, 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ? 

I am ashamM, that women are so simple 
To offer war, where (hey should kneel for j)eace ; 

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 

Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smo»)th, 

Unapt to toil, and trouble in tlie world, 

But that our soft conditions, and our heails, 

Should well agree with our external parts? 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My lieart as great ; my reason, haply, more, 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown j 
Bat now, I see our lances are but straws ; 

Our strengtJi as weak, our weakness past compare, — 
That seeming to be most, which we indeed least are. 
T'nen vail your stomach «, for it is no brwt *, 

And place your liands below your husbands’ foot ; 

In token of which duty, if be please. 

My liand is ready, may it do him ease ! 

Pet Why, there s a wench ! — Come on, and kiss me, 
Kate. 

Luo, Well, go tliy ways, old lad ; for thou shaft 
ha ’t. 

Vin. ’T is a good hearing, when children are to- 
ward. 

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women are froward. 
Pet Come, Kate, we ’ll to bed : 

We three are maiiied, but you two are sped. 

’T was I won tlie wager, though you hit the white;* 

[To Lucentio. 

And, being a winner, God give you good niglit ! 

\ Exeunt Pet. and Kath. 

* Eti the whitc^a term ia archery. 
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Eor. Kow go thy ways, thou hast tam’d a curst 
shrew.* 

Luc. ’Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 
tam’d so. \Exeunt. 

■ Shmc. It would appear from this couplet, and another In 
this scene, where shrew rhymes to woe, that shrow was the old 
pronunciation. 
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* Tub Merchant ok Venice/ like ‘A Midsummer- 
Nigl'.t’s Dream/ was first printed in ICOO; and it l»ail 
a further similarity to that jday from the circumstance 
of two editions apjrearing in the same year— the one 
bearing the name of a publisher, Thomas Heyes, the 
other that of a printer, J Roberts. The play was not 
reprinted till it appeared in the folio of 1623. In that 
edition there are a few variations from tlie quartos. All 
these editions present the internal evidence of having 
been printed from correct copies. * The Merchant of 
Venice’ is one of the plays of Shaksj>ere mentioned by 
Francis Meres in 1598, and it h tlie last mentioned in 
his list. 

Stephen Gosson, who, in 1579, was moved to publish 
a tract called ‘The School of Abuse, containing a 
pleasant invective against poets, pipers, players, jesters, 
and such like caterpillai-s of tlie commonwealth,’ thus 
describes a jday of his time ; — “ The Jew, shown at the 
Bull, representing tlie grecdyncss of worldly choosers, 
and the blootly minds of usurers.” Whatever might 
have been the plot of ‘ The Jew ’ mentioned by Gosson, 
the story of tlie bond was ready to Shaksjiere's hand, in 
a ballad to which Warton first drew attention. He 
considers tliat tlie ballad was written before ‘ The Mer- 
chant of V enice.’ But this ballad of ‘ Gemutua ’ wants 
that remarkable feature of the play, the intervention of 
Portia to save the life of the Merchant ; and this, to 
our minds, is tiie strongest contirmation tliat tlie ballad 
preceded the comedy, Shakspere found that incident 
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In tlie source from which the ballad-writer professed to 
derive his history ; — 

“In Venice towne not long agoe, 

A cruel Jew did dwell. 

Which lived all on usurie, 

As Italian writers tell.” 

It was from an Italian writer, Ser Giovanni, the author 
of a collection of tales called ‘ Tl Pecorone,'' written 
in the fourteenth centur}^, and first published at Milan 
In 1558, that Shahspere unquestionably derived some 
of the incidents of his story, although he might be 
familiar with another version of the same tale. 

“It is well known,’’ says Mrs. Jameson, “ that ‘The 
Merchant of Venice’ is founded on two diflerent tales j 
and in weaving together his double plot in so masterly 
a manner, Shakspere has rejected altogetlier the cha- 
racter of the asturious lady of Belmont, with her magic 
potions, Avho figures in the Italian novel. With yet 
more refinement, he has thrown out all the licentious 
part of the story, which some of his cotemporary dra- 
matists would have seized on with avidity, and made 
the best or the worst of it possible ; and he lias substi- 
tuted the trial of the caskets from another source.” * 
That source is tlie ‘ Gesta Romanorum' 

In dealing witli the truly dramatic subject of the 
forfeiture of the bond, Shakspere had to choose between 
one of two courses that lay open before him. The 
‘ Geita Rommonm"^ did not surround the debtor and 
the creditor with any prejudices. We hear nothing of 
one being a Jew, tlie otlier a Cluristian. There is a re< 
markable story told by Gregorio Leti, in his ‘ Life of 
• Characteristics of Women* vol. i. p. 72 . 
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Pope Sixtus the Fifth,’ in which tlie debtor and cre- 
ditor of ^ The Merchant of Venice’ change places. The 
debtor is the Jew, — the revengeful creditor the Chris- 
tian; and lliis incident is said to have happened at 
Rome in the time of Sir Francis Diuke. This, no 
doubt, was a pure fiction of Leti, whose narratives are 
by no means to be received as autliorities ; but it shows 
tliat he felt the intolerance of the old story, and endea- 
voured to correct it, though in a very inartificial maimer. 
Shakspere took tlie story as he found it in those naixa- 
tivea which represented the popular ])rejudice. If he 
had not before him the ballad of ‘ Gerimtus,’ (u|)on 
which point it is difficult to decide,) he had certainly 
access to tlie tale of the ‘ Pecwonc.’ If he had made 
the contest connected with tlie story t)f the bond be- 
tween two of the same faith, ho would have lost the 
most powerful hold which the subject possessed upon 
the feelings of an audience two centuries and a half 
ago. If he had gone directly counter to those feelings, 
(supposing that the story which Leti tells had been 
known to him, as some have supposed,) bis comedy 
would have been hooted from tlie stage. 

‘The Prioress’s Tale’ of Chaucer belonged to the 
period when the Jews were robbed, maimed, banished, 
and most foully vilified, with the universal consent of 
the powerful and tlie lowly, the Icaraed and tlie igno- 
rant; — 

“ There was ia Asie, in a gret citee, 

Amoagos Criiten folk a Jewerie, 

Suitened by a lord of tluA coutiee, 

For fotil usurtt, and lucre of vilonie, 

Hateful to Crhit, and to his eompagnie.** 

It was scarcely to be avoided in those times that even 
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Chaucer, the most genuine and natural of poets, should 
lend his great powers to the support of the popular be» 
lief that Jews ought to be proscribed as — 

** Hateful to Crist, and to his compagnie.** 

But we ought to expect better things when we reach the 
times in which the principles of religious liberty were 
at least germinated. And yet what a play is Marlowe’s 
< Jew of Malta,’ — undoubtedly one of the most jwpular 
plays even of Shakspere's day, judging as we may from 
the number of performances recorded in Henslowe's 
papers! That drama, as compared with ‘The Mer- 
chant of Venice,’ has been described by Charles Lamb, 
with his usual lelicity : — “ Marlowe’s Jew does not 
approach so near to Sliakspere s as lus Edward II. 
Shylock, in the midst of his savage purpose, is a man. 
His motives, feelings, resentments, have something 
human in them. ‘ If you wrong us, shall we not re- 
venge ? ’ Baiabas is a mere monster, brought in with a 
large i^inted nose, to please the rabble. He kills in 
sport — ^poisons whole nunneries — invents infernal ma- 
chines. He is just such an exhibition as, a century or 
two eai’licr, might liave been played before tiie Lon- 
doners, the Royal comviaiid, when a general pillage 
and massacre of the Hebrews had been previously re- 
solved on in the cabinet.” ‘ The Jew of Malta’ was 
written essentially upon an intolerant principle. ‘ The 
Merchant of Venice,’ whilst it seized upon the preju- 
dices of the multitude, and dealt with them as a fore- 
gone conclusion by which the whole dramatic action 
was to be governed, had the intention of making tliose 
prejudices as hateful as tlie reaction of cruelty and re- 
venge of which they are the cause. 
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THE 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. — ^^^enice. A Street 
Enter Antonio, Salahino, and Solanio 

Ant, In sooth, I know not why I am so sad j 
It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came i>y it, 

Wliat stufl’ ’t is made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 

Tliatl have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Yoim mind is tossing on tire ocean j 
Tliere, where your argosies with jiortly sail, 

Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, 

Do overpeer the |)etty traflickers. 

That curt’sy to them, do tliem reverence, 

As they fly by them wiUi their woven wings. 

Solan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth,’ 
The better pait of my afl’ections would 
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object tl)at might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt. 

Would make me sad. 

Saktr, My wind, cooling my broth, 
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Would blow me to an ag^ue when I thought 
What haim a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

But I should think of shallows and of flats; 

And see my wealtliy Andrew » dock’d in sand, 

Vailing her high-top^ lower than her ribs. 

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straiglit of dangerous rocks, 
Which, touching but my gentle vessel's side, 

Would scatter all lier spices on the stream ; 

Enrobe the roaring waters witli my silks ; 

And, in a word, but even now wortli this, 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I Ijave the thought. 
To think on this; and shall I lack the thouglit 
That such a thing, bechanc'd, uould make me sad ? 
But tell not me ; I know Antonio 
Is sad to tnink upon Ins merchandize. 

Ant Believe me, no ; I thank my fortune for it, 

My ventures ® are not in one bottom trustetl, 

Nor to one place; nor is my whole eslij^e 
U|>on the fortune of this present year : 

Tlierefore my merchandize makes me not sad. 

Solar. Why, then you are in love. 

Ant. Fie, fie ! 

Salar. Not in love neither ? Then let us say you 
are sad 

Because you are not merry : and ’t were as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are merry, 

• JVealxhy Andrew. Jolmson explains this (which is scarcely 
nt?ce 89 )iry; as “the name of the ship;” but he does not wint 
out the propriety of tlie name for a ship, in iissocialioti with the 

f :reat naval eommandcr, AuUiea Doria, famous through all 
taly. 

^ flailing her high-top. To vail is to let down : the high-top 
was «)iatlered-- fill leu— when the Andrew wiis on tlic shallows, 
» Afy pentvres, See. This was no doubt proverbial— somethla| 
more elegant thau “ all the eggs m one basket.” , 
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Because you are not gad. Now, by two-headed Janus, 
Nature hath fram’d strange fellows in her time : 

Some that will evei’more j}eep through their eyes, 

And laugh, like parrots, at a bagjiiper : 

And other of such vinegar aspect. 

That they ’ll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano. 

Solan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kins- 
man, 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well; 

We leave you now with better company. 

Sahr. 1 would have stay'd till 1 had made you 
merry, 

If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Jnt. Your worth is very dear in my regaid. 

I take it, your own business calls on you, 

And you embrace the occasion to de])art. 

Salar. Good mon-ow, my good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh? 
Say, wdien ? 

You grow exceeding strange : Must it be so ? 

Salar. We ’ll make our leisures to attend on yours, 
[^Exeunt Sai.auino and Solanio. 
Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found An* 
tonio, 

We two will leave you ; but at dinner-time 
1 pray you liave in mind where we must meet. 

Bass. I will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio ; 

You have too much respect ujion the world : 

They lose it that do buy it with much care. 

Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd. 

Ant 1 hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 

A stage, where every man must play a pait. 

And mine a gad one. 
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Gra* Let me play the Fool ; 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 

And let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man whose blood is waim within 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio,— 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks j — 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purjwse to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, 1 am sir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips let no dog bark !’' 

0, my Antonio, I do Imow of these, 

Tiiat tlierefore only are reputed wise 
For saying notliing ; who, I am very sure, 

If tliey should speak, would almost damn those ears 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fooly. 

I ’ll tell thee more of this another time : 

But fish not with this melancholy bait, 

For this fool gudgeon, this opinion. 

Come, good Lorenzo ;~Fare yo well, a while ; 

I ’ll end my exhortation after dmner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-time : 
I most be one of these same dumb wise men, 

For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Ora, Well, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou shalt not know the sound of tliine own tongue. 
Ant, Farewell : I ’ll grow a talker for this gear.* 
Ora. Thanks, i’ faith; for silence is only commendable 
In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible* 

[Exeunt Gratiano and Lorsnzo* 

^ For this gear-^ colloquial expresilon, nwaniag fir this 
m&Uer, 
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Ant Is that anything now 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an hifinite deal of nothing, 
more t!ian any man m all Venice •. His reasons are two 
grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff ; you siiall 
seek all day ere you find them ; and when you have 
them they are not worth the search. 

Ant Well; tell me now, what lady Is the same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 

That you to-day promis’d to tell me of If 
Bass. T is not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By sometliing showing a more swelling jwrt ^ 

Than my faint means would grant continuance ; 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my cliief care 
Is to come fairly off fiom the great debts 
Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gag’d : To you, Antonio, 

I owe the most in money and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots and purixises, 

How to get clear of ait the debts I owe. 

Ant I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 

Within the eye of honour, be assur'd 
My purse, my person, my extremest means, 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight 
The self-same way, witli more advised watch 
To find tlie other forth ; and by adventuring lH)th 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof, 

Because what follows is pure innocence. 

• Gratiano hat made a commonplace attempt at wit; and 
Antonio gravely, but awrcastlc&Uy, a«ki», “ Is that anythintf ! " 
Boiianio replies, ** Gratiano speaks an ignite deal of nothing,'*^ 

^ Port— 'appearance, carriage. 
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I owe you much; and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant You know me well ; and herein spend but time, 
To wind about my love with circumstance; 

And, out of d(mbt, yon do me now more wrong 
In making question of my uttermost, 

Than if you had made waste of all I liave. 

Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may hy me be done, 

And I am prest*' unto it : therefore s})eak. 

£ass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

And slie is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wond’rous virtues. Somelimes^ from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Poitia. 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos’ strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

0, my Antonio ! had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

I l^ave a mind presages me such thrift, 

That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant Thou know’st that all my fortunes are at sea ; 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum ; therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

• reaiy, •» SomedmeB-^fomerly 
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To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia, 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

Where money is ; and I no question make, 

To have it of my trust, or for my sake. | Exeunt 

SCENE IL— Belmont. A Room in Portia’s Home, 
Enter Poktia and Nerissa. 

Pot. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a-weaiy 
of tliis great world. 

Ner, You would be, sweet madam, if your miseries 
were in the same abundance as yom- good fortunes are ; 
And yet, for aught I sec, they are as sick that surfeit 
with too much, as they that starve with notiiing : It is 
no small happiness, tlierefore, to be seated in the mean ; 
superfluity comes sooner by white hairs, but competency 
lives longer. 

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Ner. They would be better, if well followed. 

For. If to do woi'c as easy as to know wdiat were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and iwor meifs 
cottages princes’ palaces. It is a good divine that fol- 
lows his own instructions : I can easier teach twenty 
what were good to be done, than be one of the twenty 
to follow mine own teaching. The brain may devise 
laws for the blood j but a hot tem|)er leans o'er a cold 
decree ; such a hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er 
the meshes of good counsel the cripple. But this rea- 
soning is not in the fashion to choose me a husband : — 
0 me, the word choose ! I may neither choose whom I 
would, nor refuse whom 1 dislike; so is the will of a 
living daughter curbed by the will of a dead father : — 
Is it not hard, Nerissa, tlrat 1 cannot choose one, nor 
refuse none ? 

Ncr. Your father was ever virtuous; and holy men 
at tlieir deatli have good inspirations ; t'ncrefore, tlie lot- 
tery tiiat he liath devised in diese tliree chests, of gold, 

VOL. IL M 
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silver, and lead, (whereof who chooses lus meaning 
chooses you,) will, no doubt, never be chosen by any 
rightly, but one who you shall rightly love. But what 
warmth is there in your alTection towards any of these 
princely suitors tliat are already come? 

For. I pray thee, ovemame tlrem; and as thou 
namest tircm I will describe them ; and according to 
my description level at my afleclion. 

Ner. First, there is the NcajKrlitan prince. 

Par. Ay, that ’s a colt, indeed, for be dotli notliing 
but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great appro- 
in lation to his own good parts that he can shoe him 
himself: I am much afraid my lady his mother played 
false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, is there the county Palatine. 

For. He doth nothing but frown j os who should say, 

An you will not have me, choose he hears merry 
tales, and smiles not : I fear he will prove the weeping 
philosopher when he grows old, being so full of unman- 
nerly sadness in his youth. 1 had rather to be married 
to a death’s head with a bone in his mouth, tiian to 
eitlier of these. God defend me from these two! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, monsieur le 
Bon? 

For. God made him, and therefore let him pass for 
a man. In trutJi, I know it is a sin to be a mocker. 
But he! why, he hath a horse better than the Neapoli- 
tan’s ; a better bad habit of frowning tlian the count 
Palatine : he is eveiy man in no man ; if a throstle 
sing he falls straight a capering; he will fence withdus „ 
own shadow : if I should marry him I sliould marry 
twenty husbands ; If he would despise me I would for- 
give him ; for if he love me to madness I shall nevw 
requite him. 

Ner. What say you then to Faulconbridge, the yonog 
baron of England ? 

For, You know I say nothing to him; for he under- 
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itands not me, nor I him : he hath neither Latin, French, 
nor Italian ; an<l you will come into the court and 
swear Uiat 1 have a ]wor pennyworth in the English 
He is a proper mans picture. But, alas! who can 
converse with a dumb show? How oddly he is suited ! 
I think he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose 
in France, his bonnet in Germany, and his behaviour 
everywhere. 

Ner. AVhat tliink you of the Scottish lord, his neigh- 
bour? 

For. That he hath a neighlxmrly charily in himj 
for he bonuwed a box of the ear of the Englishman, and 
swore he would pay him again when he was able : I 
think the Frenchman became his surety, and sealed 
under for another. 

Ner. How like you the young German, the duke of 
Saxony’s ije])bew ? 

For. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober; 
and most vihdy in the alleruoon, when he is drunk : 
when lie is best he is a little worse than a man ; and 
when he is worst he is litlle better Ilian a beast : an the 
worst fall that ever fell, I ho^ic 1 shall make shift to go 
without him. 

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose tlie 
right casket, you sliould refuse to perform your father’s 
will if you should refuse to accept him. 

For. Therefore, for fear of the wouit, I pray thee set 
a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrary casket ; 
for, if tlie devil be within, and tliat temptation without, 
I know he will choose it 1 will do anything, Nerissa, 
ere I will be married to a sponge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, die having any of 
these lords ; tliey have acquainted me with their deter- 
minations : wlxich is, indeed, to return to their home 
and to trouble you witli no more suit ; imless you may 
be won by some other sort than your father’s imposition, 
depending on tlie caskets. 
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Por, If I live to be as old as Sibylla I will die as 
chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner of 
my fatlier’s w ill : I am glad this parcel of wooers are 
so reasonable ; for there is not one among them but I 
dote on Ixis very absence, and I wish them a fair de- 
parture. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your fathers 
time, a Venetian, a scliolar, and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the marquis of MontfeiTat H 

For, Yes, yes, it was Bassanio j as 1 tliink so was he 
called. 

Ner, True, madam ; he, of all the men that ever my 
foolish eyes looked iqion, w^as the best deserving a fair 
lady, 

jPo?*. I remember him well ; and I remember him 
worthy of thy praise. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The four strangers seek you, madam, to take 
their leave : .and there is a forerunner come from a fifth, 
the prince of Morocco ; who brings wOid the prince," his 
master, will he here to-night, 

Por, If I could bid tlie fifth welcome with so good 
heart as I can bid the of her four farewell, I should be 
glad of his approach ; if he have the condition nf a 
saint, and the complexion of a devil, I had rather he 
Aould shrive me than wive me. 

Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before. 

Wliiles we shut the gate ujxin one wooer, another knocks 
at the door. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. — Venice. A public Place, 

Enter Bassanio and Suylock. 

Shy, Tliree thousand ducats, — well, 

Past Ay, sir, for three months. 

Sky, For tluee months, —well. 
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Bass, For tlie which, as I told you, Antonio shall l >0 
bound. 

Shy. Antonio shall become bound, — well. 

Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure me? 
Shall I know your answer ? 

Shy. Three tliousand ducats, for three months, and 
Antonio bound, 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con- 
trary ? 

Shy. Oh no, no, no, no my meaning in saying he 
b a good man is, to have you understand me that he is 
•ufficient : yet his means are in supposition : lie hatlian 
argosy bound to Trijiolis, another to tlie Indies ; I un- 
derstitnd moreover upon (he Rialto, he hath a tliird at 
Mexico, a fourth for England ; and other ventures he 
hath, squanderetl abroad.® But ships are but boards, 
sailors but men : there lie land-rats and water-rats, 
water-thieves and land-thieves ; I mean, pirates ; and 
then, there is the jieril of waters, winds, and rocks : The 
man is, notwithstanding, sufficient; — three thousand 
ducats ; — I think I may take his bond. 

Bass. Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be aasured 1 may ; and that I may be 
assured I will bethink me : May I speak will) Antonio? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Shy. Yes, to smell pork ! to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil 
into! I will buy with you, sell with you, talk with 
you, walk with you, and so following ; but I will not 
eat with you, drink with you, nor pray with you. — 
What news on the Rialto ?— Who is ne comes here f 

Enter Aktonio, 

Bass. Tlib is signior Antonio. 

* Sundered abroad. The moauliig b simply stattered. 
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Shy. \^A8ide^ How like a fawning p iblican he looks ] 
I hate him for he is a Christian ; 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catcli him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 

On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 

Wliich lie calls interest : Cm’sed be my tribe 
If I forgive him I 

Boss. Shy lock, do you hear ? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store ; 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of full three thousand ducats : What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will furnish me : But soft : How many monthi 
Do you desire I Rest you fair, good signior ; [To Ant. 
Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 

By taking, nor by giving of excess, 

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 

I ’ll break a custom : — Is he yet possess’d * 

How much you would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, tliree thousand ducats. 

Ani. And for tliree months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me lo. 
Well then, your bond; and, let me see. But hear 
you: 

Mefhought you said, you neither lend nor borrow, 

Upon advantage. 

Ant I do Qever use it. 

When Jacob graz’d his uncle Laban’s 
This Jacob from our holy Ahraliam was 
• Poiwis ’cl— informed. 
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bi« vrm mother wrought in bis behalf) 
third possessor ; ay, he was the third. 

Ant And what of him ? did he take interest ? 

S/ey. No, not take interest ; not, as you would gay, 
Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himself were compromis’d 
That all the eanlings ® which were streak’d and pied, 
Should fall, as Jacob’s hire ; the ewes, being rank, 

In end of autumn turned to the rams : 

And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd pill’d ^ me certain wands, 

And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning-time 
Fall* particolour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was bless’d ; 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d 
for; 

A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 

But sway’d and fasliion’d by the hand of Heaven. 

Was this inserted to make interest goml? 

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell j I make it breetl as fast : 

But note me, signior. 

Ant Mai'k you tliis, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite scripture tor his purjiose. 

An evil soul producing holy witness 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart ; 

0, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

• just dropped. 

• PUTd, This is iisuiUy printed peeled, Tlie words are 
synonymous ; but iu the old and the present translations of the 
Rihlo we fiud pill'd in the passage of QoneiU to which Sliylook 
aRudes. 

• fh/Z-toletfalh 
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Shj, Tlirw thousand ducat*, — ’t4s a gocxl round turn. 
Tliree months from twcdve, then let me see the rate. 
Ant Well, Sijylock, shall we l)e beholding to you? 
SAy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my moneys, and my usances ; 

Still have I borne it with a patient ibmg ; 

For sutTerance is the badge of all our tribe j 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 

And spet‘ u|x>n my Jewish gaberdine, 

And all for use of that which is mine own. 

Well, then, it now ap|)ears you need my help : 

Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 

“Shylock, we would have moneys You say so ; 

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 

And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold j moneys is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? Should I not say, 

** Hath a dog money ? is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousand ducats”? or 
Shall I l)end low, and in a Iwndman’s key, 

With ‘bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 

Say tills, — 

Fair sir, you spet on me on Wednesday last ; 

You spum'd me such a day ; another time 
You call’d me dog ; and for these courtesies 
I ’ll lend you thus much moneys”? 

Ant 1 am as like to call thee so again, 

To spet on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If than wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 
A breed of barren metal of bis friend ?) 

But lend it rattier to thine enemy ; 

Who, if lie break, tliou mayst with better face 
Exact the jienalties. 

* Bfct «Qi tlie more received orthography In 
tiind. 
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Shy. Why, look you, how you storni I 

I would be friends with you, and have your love | 
Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with j 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my moneys, and you ’ll not hear me ; 
This is kind I offer. 

Bass, This were kindness. 

Shy, This kindness will I show ; 

Go with me to a notary : seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry siwrt. 

If you repay me not on such a day, 

In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express’d m the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal |)ound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseih me. 

Ant, Ckmtent, in faith ; I ’ll seal to such a bond, 
And say there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass, You shall not seal to such a bond for me ; 

I ’ll rather dwell® in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man ; 1 will not forfeit it ; 
Witliin these two months, that ’s a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of tlirice tliree times the value of this bond. 

Shy. 0 father Abraham, what these Christians are, 
Whose own hartl dealings teaches lliem suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me tiiis j 
If he should break his day, wliat should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man, 

Is not 80 estimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, l)eefs, or goats. I say, 

To buy his favour I extend tins friendship ; 

If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu j 
And, for my love, I pray you wrong me not 

Ant* Yes, Shyiock, I will seal unto this bond. 
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Shy, ^en meet me forthwith at the notary’s j 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 

And I will go and purse the ducats straigijt ; 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard • 

Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. [Esit, 

Ant ^ Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 

Boss. I like not fair terms and a villain’s mind. 
Ant Come on ; in this tliere can be no dismay, 

My ships come home a montli before the day. \ExaM, 
“ Fearful guar&^ guard that is the cause of fear. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I. — Belmont. A Rom in Portia’® TTom®#. 

Flourish of Comets, Enter the Prince of Morocco, 
and his Train ; Portia, Nerissa and other of her 
Attendant®. 

Mor, Mislike me not for my complexion, 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun. 

To whom I am a neighbour, and near bn^. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward bom. 

Where Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles, 

And let us make incision for your love. 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear’d the valiant; by my love, I swear. 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes : 

Brides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 

But, if my fa^ had not scanted me, 

And hedg’d me by his wit,* to yield myself 
His wife who wins me by that means I told you, 
yourself renowned prince, then stood as fair 
As any comer I have look’d on yet, 

For my affection. 

Mor, Even for that I thank you ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to tlie caskets, 

• Wit, The word U here used in its ancient sense of niimtal 

K ter tu generals To wite, from the Anglo-Saxon wftoa, is to 
WO. 
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Toiry my fortune. By this scimitar, 

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince 
That won three fields of sultan Solyman, 

I would o’er-stare the sternest eyes that look, 

Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear. 

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

To win thee, lady ; But, alas the while ! 

If Hercules and Lichos play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me. 

Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 

And die with grieving. 

Por. You must take your chance ; 

And either not attempt to choose at all. 

Or swear, before you choose, — if you choose tvrong, 
Never to speak to lady afterwai’d 
In way of marriage ; therefore l)e advis’d. 

Mar, Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my chance. 

For. First, forward to tlie temple j after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor* Good fortune then ! iCome^s, 

To make me bless’d, or cursed’st among men. [Fxeujtf. 

SCENE IL— 'Venice. A Street. 

Enter Launcei.ot Gobbo. 

Latin. Certainly my conscience will serve me to run 
from tliis Jew, my master : The fiend is at mine elbow, 
and tempts me; saying to me, — Gobbo, Launcelot 
Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or good Launoe- 
lot GofciK), use your legs, take the start, run away 
My conscience says,— no ; take heed, honest Launoelot ; 
take heed, honest Gobbo; or (as aforesaid) honttjt 
Latmcelot Gobbo ; do not run : scorn running with thy 
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heels:* Well, the most coumgeous fiend bids me pack. 
Vial sap the fiend; away! says the fiend, for the 
heavens rouse up a brave mind, says tlie fiend, and 
run. Well, my conscience, hanging about the neck of 
my lieart, says very wisely to me, — my honest friend, 
Launcelot, being an honest man’s son, or rather an 
honest woman s son ; — for, indeed, my father did some- 
tliing smack, something grow to, he had a kind of taste ; 
—well, my conscience says, Launcelot, budge not : 
budge, says the fiend ; budge not, says my conscience : 
Conscience, say I, you counsel well ; fiend, say I, you 
counsel well : to be ruled by my conscience 1 should 
stay with the Jew my master, who (God bless the 
mark !) is a kind of devil ; and to run away from the 
Jew 1 should be ruled by the fiend, who, saving your 
reverence, is the devil himself : Certainly, the Jew is 
the very devil incarnation : and, irr iny conscience, my 
conscience is a kind of hard conscience, to ofler to 
counsel me to stay with the Jew : The fiend gives tlie 
more friendly counsel : I will run, fiend ; my heels are 
at your commandment, I will run. 

Eivter Old Gobbo, with a basket. 

Gob, Master, young man, you, I pray you ; whicli is 
tlie way to master Jew’s? 

Laun. ]^A8ide,'\ 0 Heavens, this is my true-begotten 
father ! who, being more than sand-blind,® high-gravel 
blind, knows me not : I will try conclusions witli 
him. 

• 'Wlien Pistol saya '* He hears with ears,” Sir Hugh Evan* 
calls the ^ihrase*' affectations.’* Peiliaps Launcelot usios ''Korn 
rimnm^ with thy heels** in the same auecteh fashion. 

^ For the hcaaens. This expression is simply, as Gifford 
•tatea, *' a petty oath." It occurs in lien Jouwm and Dekker. 

« JSojid’Wwd— Imviufi: an imperfect sight, as if tljerc was sJind 
in tire eye. Orawl'hlindt a coinage of Launcelot’a, i* Uio exag- 
geradou of tand-blind. 



IM MEECHANT OF VENICE. [Act II. 

Oob. Master young gentleman, I pray you wliioh 
tlie way to master Jew s ? 

Laun, Turn upon your right hand at the next turn- 
ing, but, at the next turning of all, on your lefti 
many, at tiie very next turning, turn of no hand, but 
turn down indirectly to tlie Jew’s house. 

Gab, By Grod’s sonties, ’t will be a hard way to hit. 
Can you tell me whether one Launcelot tliat dwells 
with him dwell with him, or no? 

Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot? — 
Mark me now — [aside] — ^now will I raise the waters : 
— Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Goh. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son : his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor man, 
and, God be thanked, well to live. 

Laun, Well, let his father be what a will, we talk of 
young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot 

Lam. But I pray you ergo^ old man, ergo, 1 be- 
seech you, talk you of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an ’t please your mastership, 

Laun, ErgOj master Launcelot ; talk not of master 
Launcelot, father ; for the young gentleman (according 
to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings, the sisters 
Uiree, and such branches of learning) is, indeed, de- 
ceased j or, as you would say in plain terms, gone to 
heaven. 

Gob, Marry, God forbid ! the boy was the very staff 
of my age, my very prop. 

Lam. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, a 
staff, or a prop ?— Do you know me, fatlier ? 

Goh. Alack the day, 1 know you not, young gentle- 
man : but^ I pray you tell me, is my boy (God rest his 
soul !) alive or dead ? 

Laun. Do you not know roe, father ? 

Oob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not 

Lam. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes ywi 
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fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father that kt^s 
hi* own child. Well, old man, I will tell you news of 
your son : Give me your blessing : truth will come to 
light 5 murther cannot be hid long ; a man’s son may j 
but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob, Pray you, sir, stand up ; I am sure you are 
not liauncelot, my boy. 

Laun, Pray you, let ’s have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing ; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your son that is, your child that sliall l)e. 

Gob, I caimot think you are my son. 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that ; but 1 
am Launcelot, the Jew’s man ; and I am sure Mar- 
gery, your wife, is my motlier. 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed : I ’ll be sworn, 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
blood. Lord worshipped might he be ! what a beard 
hast thou got ! thou hast got more hair on thy chin than 
Dobbin my phill-horse* has on his tail. 

Laun. It should seem tlien tliat Dobbin's tail grows 
backward ; I am sure he had more hair of his tail than 
I Imve of my face, when I last saw him. 

Gob, Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost thou 
and thy master agree ? I have brought him a present. 
How ’gree you now ? 

Lam. Well, well ; but for mine own part, as I have 
set up my rest to run away, so I will not rest till I 
have run some ground. My master 's a very Jew. 
Give him a present ! give him a halter : I am famish’d 
in his service ; you may tell every finger I have with 
my ril)s. Father, I am glad you ore come ; give me 
your present to one master Ba^anio, who, inde^, gives 
rare new liveries ; if I serve not him, I will run as far 
as God ha* any ground. — 0 rare fortune ! here comes 
the man j— to him, father; for I am a Jew if I serve 
the Jew any longer. 

• same at tJie horse ia the ihaEfw 
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J^ni^BAssANZO, ioith Leonardo, aiid other Folhwre, 
Bass, You may do so : — but let it be so basted tliat 
supper be ready at the fartiiest by five of the clock : See 
these letters delivered; put the liveries to making; 
and desire Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 

[Exit a Mirant 

Lann. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship ! 

Bass. Gramercy ! Wouldst thou aught witli me ? 
Gob. Here ’s my son, sir, a poor boy, — 

Latin. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew 8 man 5 
that would, sir, as my father shall specify, — 

Gob, He hath a great infection, sir, as one would say, 
to serve, — 

Laun. Indeed, tlie short and the long is, I serve tlie 
Jew, and have a desire, as my father shall specify, — 
Gob. His master and he (saving your worship’! 
reverence) are scarce cater-cousins ; 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that tlie Jew 
having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my father, 
being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto you, — 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would bestow 
upon your worship ; and my suit is, — • 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent** to myself, 
as your worship shall know by this honest old znanj 
and, tliough I say it, though old man, yet, 'inan, 
my father. x 

Bass. One speak for both : — Wliat '^^dV 
Lam, Serve you, sir. „ ^ 

Gob, That is the very defect of tlie matter, sir. 

Bass, I know tliee well, thou liast obtain’d thy suit; 
Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment, 

To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

• tmperiktnt, bauncelot is a blunderer, as well at one wtMi 
eai inay upon a word i‘’ here ho means perUnent, 
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Lam, Tite old proverb is very well parted between 
my radfiter Shylock and you, sir; you Ijave the grace of 
God, sir, and he bath enough. 

Bass, Thou spcak’st it well. Go, fatlier, with thy 
son : — 

Take leave of thy old master, and inquire 
My lodging out ; — give him a livery [ To his Folloteei's, 
More guarded “ tlian his fellows" : See it done. 

Laun. Father, in: — I cannot get a service, no! — 1 
have ne’er a tongue in my head! — Well ; [looking on 
his palm] if any man in Italy have a fairer table ; which 
dotli ofier to swear upon a book I shall have good for* 
tune! Go to, here ’s a simple line of life ! here ’s a 
small trifle of wives: Alas, fifteen wives is nothing; 
eleven widows and nine maids, is a simple coming in 
for one man : and then, to ’scape drowning tlirice ; and 
to be in peril of my life with the edge of a feather-bed , 
here are simple ’scajics I W ell, if fortune be a woman, 
she ’s a good wench for this gear. — Father, come. I ’ll 
take my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

[Exeunt Laun. aiid Old Gk)B. 

Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this ; 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow’d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best-esteem’d acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon, My best endeavours shall be done herein. 

Entej’ Guatiano. 

Ora. Where ’s your master ? 

Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. [Exit Leon. 

Gra, Signior Bassanio, — 

Bass. Gratiano! 

Ora, I have a suit to you. 

Bass, You have obtain’d it 

Qra* You must not deny me : I must go with you 
to Belmcmt 

• Um ffvaf4e<t-wre onauanented, kc«l» fringed. 

Volt It 


N 
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Bass, Why, then you must.— But hear thw^ Ora- 
tiano; 

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice } 

Parts, that become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where they are not known, why, there they A(W 
Something too liberal : — pray thee take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit ; lest, tlirough thy wild behaviour, 

I be misconstrued in the place I go to, 

And lose my hopes. 

Gra, Signior Bassanio, hear me: 

If 1 do not put on a sober habit. 

Talk with respct, and swear but now and then, 

Wear prayer-boolw in my pocket, look demurely ; 

Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say amen j 
Use all the observance of civility, 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent * 

To please his grandam, — never trust me more. 

Bass, Well, we shall see your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night ; you shall not gage me 
By what we do to-night. 

Bass. No, that were pity ; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirtli, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment ; But fare you well, 

I have some business. 

Ora. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest 5 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [BwtwU, 

SCBNE IIL — ^Venice. A Room in Shy lock's Souse, 

Mnter Jessica and Launoelot. 

/w. l am sorry thou wilt leave my father so; 

Oar house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 

• QrtwiI— display. 
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Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness : 

But fare thee well : there is a ducat for thee : 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt tliou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest : 

Give him this letter ; do it secretly, 

And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me in talk with thee. 

Lam, Adieu ! —tears exhibit my tongue. Most 
beautiful pagan, — most sweet Jew ! If a Christian did 
not play the knave and get tliee, I am much deceived : 
Bui, adieu ! these foolish drops do somewhat drown my 
manly spirit : adieu ! [Exit 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 

To be asham’d to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his mamiers ; 0 Lorenzo, 

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife j 
Become a Christian, and tliy loving wife. [Exit, 

SCENE IV.— Venice. A Street 

Enter Ghatiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and SoUNio. 

Lor, Nay, we will slink away in supper-time; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Ora, We have not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torchbearers. 
Solan, ’T is vile, unless it may be q^uaintly order’d; 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor, ’T is now but four o’clock j we have two hours 
To famish us. — 

Enter Launoilot, mth a Utter, 

Friend Launcelot, what ’s tbs news ? 
Lentn, An it shall please you to break up this, it 
ahall seem to signify. 
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£of\ I Icnow the band : in faith, ’t w a fail hand j 
And whiter Uian the paper it writ on 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news, in faith. 

Lauti, By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou? 

Lo' Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew to 
BUp'^^ght with my new master the Christian. 

^7 Hold here, take this : — tell gentle Jessica, 

^ "'''^^^^ot fail her j — speak it privately : go. 

\Exit Laun, 

Will you prepare you for tliis masque to-night 1 
I am provided of a torchbearer. 

Salar. Ay, marry, 1 11 be gone about it straight, 
Solan. And so will I. 

Lor, Meet me and Gratiano 

At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. ’T is go^ we do so. \Ex. Salar. and Solah 
Qra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 

Lor. I must needs tell thee all ; She hath directed 
How I shall take her from her father's house ; 

What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with ; 

•What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake : 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse, — 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me ; peruse this as thou goest : 

Fair Jessica shall be my torchbearer. [Ljteuni 

SCENE V.*— Venice. Ile/o?'e Shylock’s ffowi. 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall b# thy 
judge. 

The differ^ce of old Shylock and Bassonic : 
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WHat, Jessica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 

As thou hast done with me; — What, Jessica! — 

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out 
Why, Jessica, I say I 
I^un. Why, Jessica ! 

Shy, Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 
Ldun, Your worship was wont to tell me 1 could do 
nothing witliout bidding. 

Enter Jessica. 

Jei, Call you ? What is your will ? 

Shy, I am bid forth to supper, Jessica; 

There are my keys : — But wherefore should I go ? 

I am not bid for love ; tliey flatter me : 

But yet I ’ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian. — Jessica, my girl, 

Look to my house : — I am right lotli to go ; 

There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money4)ags to-night 
Lmn. I beseecli you, sir, go ; my young master doth 
expect your reproach. 

Shy, So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I will 
not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do, then it 
was not for nothing that ray nose fell a bleeding on 
Black-Monday last, at six o’clock i’ tlie morning, fall- 
ing out that year on Ash-Wednesday was four year in 
the afternoon. 

Shy. What! are there masques? Hear you me, Jes- 
sica: 

Lock up ray doors ; and when you hear the drum, 

And the vile squealing of the wry-neck'd life, 

Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

K(» thrust your head into the public street, 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces ; 

But stop my hmose’s ears, I mean my casements ; 

Let not the louiid of shallow foppery enter 
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My sober house. — By Jacob’s staff I swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 

But I will go. — Go you lifore me, sirrah 5 
Say, I will come. 

Lam. I will go before, sir.— 

Mistress, look out at window for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. Laon. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s oflspring, haf 
Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress ; nothing eke. 
Shy. The patch® is kind enough ; but a huge feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat : drones hive not with me, 
Tlierefore I part witli him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse.— Well, Jessica, go in ; 

Perhaps, I will return immediately 5 
Do as 1 bid you, 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find j 
A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. I 

Jes. Farewell j and if my fortune be not crossu, 

I have a father, you a daugMer, lost. \Exit^ 

SCENE YL^Thesame. 

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masgued. 

Ora. This is the pent-house, under which Lorenzo 
Desir’d us to make a stand. 

Salar. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwell 8 his hour, 

For lov^ ever run before the clock. 

Saiar. 0, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To seal love’s bonds new made, than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith imforfeit^ ! 

* Paksh. The domestic fool was sometimes called a pateh ; 
and it hi probable tliat this cleat was thus named Homlhe 
patched dress of their Tocatkm. P9to/i thus came to 1 m an 
presskm of contempt. 
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Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast, 

Witli that keen appetite that he siti down f 
Wliere is the horse that doth nntread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That be did pace them first i All things that are, 

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How like a younger, or a prodigal, 

The scarfed bark^ puts from her native bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 

How like a prodigal doth she return ; 

With over-weather’d ribs, and ragged sails, 

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind ! 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Sahr. Here comes Lorenzo j — more of this hereafter. 
Lor, Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
al>ode : 

Not I, but my affaii-s, have made you wait 
When you sliall please to play the thieves for wives, 

I ’ll watch as long for you then.— Apnroach ; 

Here dwells my fiither Jew : — Ho ! who ’s within ? 

Enter Jessica, above, in hoy's clothes, 

Jes, "Who are you ? Tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I ’ll sw'ear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor, Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes, Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 

For who love T so much 1 and now who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor, Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that thou 
art. 

Jes, Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains. 

I am glad ’t is night, you do not look on me, 

For 1 am much asbam’d of my exchange : 

But love is blind, and lovm cannot see 
The pretty foliiei that themselves commit ; 

* Swfii ter*— the Tsifel gay with itwmers* 
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For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Xor. Descend, for you must be my torchbearer. 

Jes, What, must I hold a candle to my sliamei ? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 

Why, ’t is an office of discovery, love \ 

And I should be obscur'd. 

Lor. So you are, sweet. 

Even in tlie lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once j 

For the close night doth play the runaway, 

And we are stay’d for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 

[Exitj from above, 

Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile and no Jew. 

Lor. Beshrew me, but 1 love her heartily : 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 

And true she is, as she hatli prov’d herself ; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 

Shall she be placed in my constant soul. 

Erder Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away j 
Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

\Exit) with Jbs. aixd Sahu, 

Entei* Antonio. 

AtiL Who ’s tliere? 

Gra. Signior Antonio ? 

AtvL Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the rest? 

T is nine o’clock j our friends all stay for you : 

No masque to-night ; the wind is come about ; 

Bassonio presently will go aboard : 

I have sent twenty out to seek for you, 

Gra, I am glad on ’t ; 1 desire no more delight 
Than to be under sail and gone to-night, [ExeaviL 
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SCENE VIL— Belmont A Room in Portia’i 
House, 

Floumh of Comets. Enter Portia, mth the Prince 
OF Morocco, and both their Trains. 

For. Qoy draw aside tlie curtains, and discover 
Tlie several caskets to this noble prince : — 

Now make your choice. 

Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription bears j 
** Who cliooscth me shall gain what many men desire.*' 
The second, silver, which this promise canies : 

Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.*’ 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt : 

** Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hatli.” 
How shall I know if I do choose the right? 

For. The one of them contains my picture, prince ; 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me see, 
I will survey the inscriptions back again ; 

What says this leaden casket 1 

** Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath.” 
Must give — For wliat ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? 
Tins casket threatens ; Men that liazurd all 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 

I ’U then nor give, nor hazard, aught for lead. 

What says the silver, witli her virgin hue ? 

" Who chooseth mo shall get as much as he deserves.* 

As much as he deserves ? — Pause there, Morocco, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enou^ ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving 
Were bat a weak disabling of myself. 
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Aj8 much as I deserve ! — ^Why, that ’s the lady ; 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding j 
But more tlian these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here 
Let ’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold ; 

Wlio chooseth me shall gala what many men desire.*' 
Why, tliat ’s the lady : all tlie world desires her ; 
From the four comers of tl)e earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this ihortal breathing saint. 

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head 
^its in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fhir Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is ’t like that lead contains her 1 ’T were damna- 
tion * 

To think so base a thought : it were too gross 
To rib her cereclotli in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think in silver she ’s immur’d, 

Being ten times undervalued to tried gold? 

0 sinful, thought ! Never so rich a gem 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin tliat bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold j but that ’s inaculp’d upon ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within, — Deliver me the key ; 

Here do 1 choose, and tluive I as 1 may I 
For. There, take it, prince, and if my form He 
there, 

Then I am yours. [Ee unlocks the golden caskH* 
Mor. 0 hell ! what have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I ’ll r^ the writmg^ 
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*' All thflt gHstew is not gold, 

Often have you heard that told : 

Many a man his Ufa hath sold 
But my outside to behold ; 

Gilded tombs do worms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold, 

Young in limbs, in judgment old, 

Your answer had not been inscroird 
Fare you well; your suit is cold.‘* 

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost : 

Tlien, farewell heat ; and welcome frost.— 

Portia, adieu ! I have too griev’d a heart 
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part. 

Por, A gentle riddance : — Draw the curtains, go ; — 
Let all of his complexion choose me so. [Exeunt 

SCENE VIIL— Venice. A Street 

Enter Salarino m%d Solanio. 

Salai\ Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 

With him is Grationo gone along ; 

And in their shin, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Solan, The villain Jew with outcries rais’d the duke ; 
Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship. 

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail; 
But there the duke was given to understand, 

That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica ; 

Besides, Antouio certified the duke, 

They were not with Bassanio in his ilrip. 

So/an. I never heard a pission so confus’d, 

So strange> outrageous, ana so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

** My daughter!— 0 my ducats I — 0 my daughter! 
Fled with a Christian? — ^0 my Christian ducats!— 
Justice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter! 

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 

C^dwdjle ducats, slol’u from me by my daughter! 
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And jewels j two stones, two rich and precious stones, 
Stol’n by my daughter I — Justice ! find the girl ! 

She bath the stones upon her, and the ducats T’ 

Salar, Why, all tlie boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, — ^his stones, liis daughter, and his ducats. 

Solan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 

Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar. Marry, well remember'^d: 

I reason’d* with a Frenchman yesterday, 

Who told me,— in the narrow seas tliat part 
The French and English, tliere miscarried 
A vessel of our country', richly fraught ; 

1 thought upon Antonio when he told me, 

And wish’d in silence that it were not his. 

Solan. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear ; 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth, 

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part ; 

Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer’d — “ Do not so, 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time ; 

And for the Jew’s bond, which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of love : 

Be merry ; and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair ostents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there 
And even there, liis eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand l>ehind him, 

And with afiection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand, and so they parted. 

Solan. I think he only loves the world fen him. 

1 pray thee, let us go and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other, 

^lar. Do we so. 

* Season'd is here used for dismrs'd. 
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SCENE IX.— Belmont, A Hoorn wi^Portia> 

Hnter Neeima, with a Servant. 

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 
straight j 

The prince of Arragon hath ta’en liis oath. 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of Comets. Enter the Prince of Aeragon, 
Portia, and their Trains, 

For. Behold, there stand the caskets, noble prince j 
If you choose that wherein I am contain’d, 

Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d ; 

But if you fail, without more spech, my lord, 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

At, I am enjoin’d by oath to observ^e three things : 
First never to untbld to any one 
Which casket ’t was I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Por. To these injunctions every one doth swear 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 

Ar. And so have I address’d me ; Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope !—Qold, silver, and base lead. 

** WtiO chooseth me must give and hazard all he hath;'* 
You shall look fairer, ere I mve, or hazard. 

What says the golden chest f ha ! let me see : 

** Who chooseth me shall gain what many men derire.” 
’What many men desire,— That many may be meant 
the fool multitude, that cho\.se by show, 

Not learning more thim the fond eye doth teach. 
Which pies not to th’ interior, but, like the martlel^ 
Builds in die weather on the outward wall, 

Bmi in the fcRCe and road of casualty. 

I viE not choose what many men desir^ 
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BtfiMse 1 will Qot jump with common apiritii^ 

And rank me 4ith the barbarous multitudes. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house j 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

“Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves:** 

And well said too. For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit ! Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 

0, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover that stand bare ! 

How many be commanded that command ! 

How much low peasantry would then be glean'd 
From the true se^ of honour! and how much honour 
Pick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varnish’d 1 Well, but to my choice: 

“ Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves 
I will assume desert : — Give me a key for this, 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

For. Too long a pause for that which you find there, 
Ar. Wliat 's herel the portrait of a blinking idiot, 
Presenting me a schedule f I will read it. 

How much unlike art tliou to Portia I 
How much unlike my hopes and my deservings I 
“ Who chooseth me shall get as much as he deserves.*' 

Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head f 
Is that prize 9 are my deserts no better f 
For. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 

And of opposed natures. 

Ar, What is here! 

“ The fire seven times tried this ; 

Seven fimes tried that judgment is 
That did never choose amfst ; 

Some there be ffiat shadows kiss ; 

Such hate bat a shadow’s bliss 
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There be fool* alive. I wl«, 

Silver’d o‘er ; and to wus this. 

Take what wife you will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So begone ; you are sped.” 

Still more fool I shall appear 
By Ihe time I linger here : 

With one fool’s head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. 

Sweet, adieu ! I ’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. 

[Exeunt Aiirigon and Tr<iin» 
Por, Thus hath the candle sing’d the moth. 

0 these deliberate fools I when they do clioose, 

They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

^er. The ancient saying is no heresy j — 

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny, 

Por, Come, draw the curtain, Neriasa. 

Ente^r a Servant. 

Serv. Where is my lady 9 

Por. Here ; what would my lord ? 

Serv» Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A. young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of liis lord ; 

Prom whom he bringeth sensible regreets 
To wit, besides commends and courteous breath, 

Gifts (k rich value 5 yet I have not seen 
80 likely an ambassador of love ; 

A day in April never came so sweet, 

To show how costly summer was at liand, 

Al ^ forenpurrer comes before his lord. 

JPor. No more, I pray thee ; I am half afeard, 

Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee, 

Thou speod^ft such high*day wit in praising hhn, 
Coma, Cdm^ Kearissa ; fia: I long to see 
Q^ck Cupid^O post iMt comes so mannerly. 

1 ^. Buiink)) lord Love, if diy will it be I 
• wluttttionji. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.~Venlce. A Strut 
Enter Solanio and Sai.arino. 

Solan. NoWj wliat news on the Rialto V 

Solar. Why, yet it lives tliere imcliecked, tlial An- 
tonio hath a ship of rich lading wracked on the narrow 
•cas, — the Goodwins, I think tiiey call the place ; a 
very dangerous flat and fatal, where the carcases of 
many a tall ship lie buried, as tliey say, if my gossip 
report be an honest woman of her word. 

Solan. I would she were as lying a gossip in that, as 
ever knapped ginger, or made her neighbours believe 
she wept for the deatli of a third husband : But it is 
true, — .without any slips of prolixity, or crossing the 
plain highway of talk, — ^that the good Antonio, the 
nonest Antonio,— 0 that I had a tille good enough to 
keep his name company ! — 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Solan. Ha, — what say’st thou ? — Wliy, the end is, he 
bath lost a ship. 

Solar. 1 would it might prove the end of his losses 1 

Solan. Let me say amen lietimes, lest the devil cross 
my prayer ; for here he comes in tlie likeness of a Jew. 

Enter Shylock. 

How now, Shylock ? what news among the merchants? 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as yon, 
of ray daughter’s flight 

Solar. That *s certain. I, for my part^ knew the 
tailor fliat made the wings she flew witiial. 

Solan. And Shylock, for his own par^ knew the bird 
WM flei^ged ; and thai it is the complexion of tbenn aU 
to leave the dam* 
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Shy, Sie 13 damned for it. 

Salat. That ’a certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Siky. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Sohn. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at these 
years? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

Sahr. There is more diflerence between thy flesh and 
liers, than between jet and ivory ; more between your 
bloods, than there is between reel wine and rlienish 
But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio have had any 
loss at sea or no? 

Shy. Tliere 1 have another bad match : a bankrout, ft 
prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the Rialto ; 
a beggar, that was used to come so smug upon tlie mart, 
—Let him look to his bond : he was wont to call me 
usurer ; — ^let him look to his bond : he was wont to lend 
money Ibr a Christian courtesy ; — let him look to his 
bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt not 
take his flesh ? What ’s tliat good for ? 

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed nothing else 
it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and 
hindered me half a million; laughed at my losses, 
mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, thwarted my 
bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies ; and 
what ’§ his reason? 1 am a Jew : Hath not a Jew eyes ? 
hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, a£eo 
titMM, passions ? fed with the same food, hurt with the 
same weapons, sul^ect to the same diseases, healed by 
the tame means, warmed and cooled by the some wintn 
and summer, as a Christian is ? It' you prick us, do we 
not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we not laugh ? if you 
pc^n US, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, shall we 
not revenge ? If we are like you in tlie rest, we will 
resemble you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, 
whftt isiufl humUitv ? rev^ge : If a Christian wrong a 
Jew, ivhat id^ouH ^ suflerance be by Christian, ex*. 

vesuu. o 
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ample 1 wliy, revenge. The villainy you teach me I 
wilt execute j and it ahall go hard but i will better the 
instruction. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sen). Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house 
and desires to speak with you both. 

Salar, We loave been up and dotvn to seek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Sola7i. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third can- 
not be matched, unless tlie devil himself turn Jew. 

[Exeunt Solanio, Salar ino, and Servant. 

Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Genoa? 
hast diou found my daughter ^ 

Tvh. I often came where I did hear of her, but can- 
not find her. 

Shy. Wliy, there, tliere, tliere, there ! a diamond gone, 
cost me two tliousand ducats in Frankfort I The curse 
never fell upon our nation till now ; I never felt it till 
now : — ^two thousand ducats in that ; and other precious, 
precious jewels. — I would my daughter were dead at 
myfbot^ and the jewels in her ear! ’would she were 
hearaed at my foot, and the ducats in her c(^ ! Na 
news of them!— Why, so : — and I know not how much 
it ipent in the search : Why, thou loss upon lost 1 the 
thi^ gone with so much, and so much to imd the thief ; 
and 210 latisfac^ion, no revenge : nor no ill luck stimng 
but what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs o’ my 
Iweatbing ; no tears but o my sheddmg. 

Tvh, Yet, other men have ill luck too, Antoiuo^ as 
1 b^aard in GexK%— 

Sh/y. Wha^ whatf ill luck, iU luckt 

Tvh, bath an argosy cast away, coming from 
l^Kdis. 

I ^ttik God, 1 thank God;^ls it 
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Tttb. I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped 
tlie wrack. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal j — Good news, good 
news ; ha ! ha ! — Where ? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, one 
night, fourscore ducats ! 

Shy. Thou stick’st a dagger in me ; — I shaTl never 
•ee ray gold again: Fourscore ducats at a sitting I 
fourscore ducats 1 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in my 
company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose but 
breaK. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I ’ll plague him ; I ’ll 
torture him ; I am glad of it 

T’ub. One of them showeil me a ring, that he bad 
of your daughter for a monkey* 

Shy. Out upon her ! Thou torturest me, Tubal ; it 
was my turquoise ; I had it of Leah, wlien I was a 
bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilderness of 
monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that ’s true, that ’s very true : Go, Tubal, 
fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight before : I 
will have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; for were he out 
of Venice, I can make what merchandize I will ; Go, 
Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue} go, good 
Tubal } at our synagogue, Tubal. \£xomt 


SCENE II. — Belmcmt. A Room in Portia’s Mouso^ 

Erder BAsaaNio, Portia, Gratiano, Nsrissa, and 
Attendants. The caskets aro set out* 


Por. I pray you, fairy ; pause a day or.two^ 
you hafiird ; for, ip choosing wnmg 
t lose your company ; therefore, forbear a whil^^ 
*»fometiang tells me^ (but it is not 
I not lose you} and you know yourself 
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Hate counaels not in such a quality : 

But lest you should not understand me well, 

S And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 
would detain you here some month or two, 

Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How tq choose right, but dien I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be *. so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 

They have overlook’d * me, and divided me j 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours, — 

Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours 
And so all yours : 0 1 these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 

And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so, 

Let fortune go to hell for i^ — not I. 

1 speak too long ; but ’t is to peize ^ the time j 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 

To stay you from election. 

Boss. Let me choose j 

For, os I am, 1 live ujwn the rack. 

Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio ? tlien confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Boss. None, but that ugly treason of mistnist, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love ; 

There may as well be amity and life 
’Tween mow and fire, as treason and my love. 

For. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack, 

Where men enforced do spealc anything. 

. Boss. Promise me life, and 1 U1 confess the tnith* 

• O'erlook'd. In 'The Merry Wives of Windmr ’ we Uave-«i 
** Vild worm, tliou wast o'erM'd even in thy birlh,'^ 

The word is here used In the same sense ; which is derived fh>iB 
the popnlar opinion* of the Itiflnenoo of fairies and witrdies. 

of Bamnlo have d'irlooked Portia, nnd elm yield* to 
the enchantmiiit. 

* Fek4. PoUs and peixe are the same wt»d». To the 
Um, it, to keep H in iu^ense-^u|>on the balance. 
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Por. Well, then, conf^ and live. 

Sass, Confess, and love 

Had been tlie very sum of my confession ; 

0 happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por, Away then : I am lock’d in one of them , 

If you do love me, you will find me out 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. 

Let music sound, while he doth make his cliolce , 

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in music : that the comparison 

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 

And watery deatli-bed for him : He may win ; 

And what is music then ? tlien music is 
Even os tlie flourish when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is, 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 

Tlmt creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear, 

And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 

With no less presence, but with much more lo\ e, 

Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice, 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared visages, come forth to vicAv 
The issue of the exploit. Gro, Hercules 1 
Live tliou, I live : — With much much more dismay 
1 view tlie fight, tiian thou that mak’st the fray. 

Mustc, whilst Bassanio comments on the cas^ts h 
himself* 

SONG. 

1. Tell me where is fimcy bred, 

Or In tlu* heart, or in the head f 
How begot, how nourislved ? 
ftepiy^ reply. 
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2, It is eojfendcr’d la the eye*, 

With gating hnl ; and fancy diei 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let us all ring fancy’s knell; 

I ’ll begin it,— Ding, dong, bell. 

AIL Ding, doug, bell. 

Basg. So may the outward shows be least themself W) 
The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season’d with a gracious voic^ 

Obscures the show of evil i In religion, 

What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossnesg with fair ornament ^ 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stayers of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
Tl»e beards of Hercules and fVownmg Mars, 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk j 
And tiiese assume but valour’s excrement, 

To render them redoubted ! I»ook on beauty, 

And you shall see 't is purchas’d by the weight ; 

Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it ; 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, * 

Which make such wanton gaml^ols with tlie wind, 
Upon 8up|)osed fairness, often known 
To be tlie dowry of a second head, 

The scull that bred them in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but tiie guiled “ shore 
To a roost dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cunning times put on 

* deceiving. The setive and passive partidplei aTO 

often saMtatad each for the oU^ by Sliakspere and the ether 
EHzabethan poets. 
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To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 
HiUfd fowl for Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man. But thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threat’nest tlian dost promise aught, 

Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence, 

And here choose I. Joy be the consequence I 
Tor, How all the other passions fleet to air, 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embrac’d despair, 

And shudd’ring fear, and gi-een-ey’d jealousy ! 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy, 

In measure rain tliy joy, scant this excess j 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 

For fear I surfeit ! 

Bass. What find I here? 

[Openinff the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem thejr in motion ? Here are sever’d lips, 

Parted with sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs ; But her eyes, — 

How could he see to do them 9 having made one, 
Methinks it should have power to ste^ both his, 

And leave itself unfumish’d Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this sliadow 
In underprisizrg it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance. — Here 's the scroB, 
The contment and summary of my fortune. 

** You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair, and choose as true I 
Since this fortune falis to you, 

Be content, and seek no new. 


Fn/hrrri#*’<?--uB*ttriwtia(Ied by the other fsaturcfl* 
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If you be M-ell pleas’d with this, 

And hold your fortune for your bliss, 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And cluim her with a loving kiss.” 

A gentle scroll. — Fair lady, by your leave : 

[Kmingher* 

I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 

Hearing applause and tmiversal shout, 

Giddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you. 

Por, You see, my lord Bassanio, where 1 stand, 
Such as I am : tliough, for myself alone^ 

I would not be ambitious in my wish, 

To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times myself ; 

A thousand times more fair, ten tliousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high in your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,, 
account : but the full sum of me 
Is sum of nothing ; which, to term in gross, 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis*d : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn 5 happier than this, 

She .is not bred so dull but^he can leant ; 

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directetl, 

As frem her lord, her governor, her king. 

and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted ; but now I was the lord 
Of this fitir mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o*er myself; and even now, but now, 

Thk l^ouee^ these smants, and this same myielf, 
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Are yours, my lord, — I give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 

Let it presage die ruin of your love, 

And he my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bom, Madam, you have liereft me of all words, 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins ; 

And there is such confusion in my jxiwers, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 

Where every something, being blent together 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 

Express’d, and not express’d : But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence } 

O, then be bold to say, Bassanio ’s dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

Tliat Ivave stood by and seen our wishes prosiicr, 

To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord and latly ] 

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

For 1 am sure you can wish none from me : 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 

Even at that time I may he marrietl too. 

Bas8, With all my heart, so thou const get a 
wife. 

Oi‘a. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eye*, my lord, can look os swift as yours ; 

Tou saw the mistress, 1 belield the maid ; 

You lov’d, 1 lov’d ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lonl, than you. 

Yowr fortune stood upon the caskets tliere ; 

And so did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooing here^ until I sweat again, 

Afid swearing, till my very roof wtis dry 
Wi^ oaths d love, at last,^if promise last,— 
f a promise of tius &lr one here, 
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To Imve her love, provided that your fortune 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

Por. Is this true, Nerissa ? 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d withal. 
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith? 

Gra. Yes, fairn, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your 
marriage. 

Gra. We ’ll play with tliem, tlie first boy for a thou- 
sand ducats. 

Ner. What, and stake down ? 

Gra. No; we shall ne’er win at tlmt sport, and slake 
down. 

But who comes here ? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 

What, and my old Venetian friend, Solanio? 

Bnfcr Lorenzo, Jessica, and Solanio. 

Bass. Lorenzo, and Solanio, welcome hither ; 

If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome : — By your leavt*, 

1 bid my very friends and coiudrymen, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord ; 

yiicy are entirely welcome. 

Lor. 1 thank your honour : — For my part, my lord. 
My purpose was not to have seen you liere ; 

But meeting with Solanio by the way, 

He did entreat mo, past all saying miy, 

To come with him along. 

tiolan. I did, my lord, 

And I have reason for it. Signior Antonio 
Commends him to you. [Gives Babsanio a letter. 

Bass* Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Solan. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in inind| 

Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will sliow you his estate. 
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Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger ; bid liei* welcome. 
Your hand, Solanio. What ’s the news from Ve- 
nice? 

How dotli that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our success ; 

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 

Solan. I would you had won tlie fleece that he hath 
lost ! 

Por. There are some slirewd contents in yon same 
paper, 

That steal the colour from Bassanio s clieek ; 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in tlie world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse?— 
With leave, Bassanio j I am half yourself, 

And 1 must freely have the lialf of anything 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet Portia, 

Here are a few of tlie unpleasant st words 
That ever blotted |)aper f Gentle lady, 

When I did first impart, my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, — I was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady. 

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : When I told you 
My state was nothing, 1 should then have told you 
That 1 was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engag’d myself to a dear friend, 

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy. 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady j 
Tlie paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Solanio? 

Have all his ventures fail’d 9 What, not one liit ? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barliary, and India f 
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And not <Mie vessel ’scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-marring rocb ? 

Solan. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he bad 
The present money to discharge tlie Jew, 

He would not take it ; Never did I know 
A creature that did bear the shape of man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man : 

He plies the duke at morning, and at night j 
And doth impeach the tmedom of the state 
If they deny nim justice ; twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him j 
But none can drive him from tlie envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him swear 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe liim ; and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not, 

It will go hard with poor Antonio. 

Por. Is it your dear friend tlmt is thus in trouble ? 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
Tlie bfeit condition’d and unwearied spirit 
In doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por. What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me, three thousand ducats. 

Por. What, no more ? 

Pay liira six thousand, and deface the bond ^ 

Double six thousand, and then treble that, 

Before a friend of this description 
Bludl lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault 
First, ^ widi me to church, and call me wife j 
Ami then away to Venice to your friend j 
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Por never shall yon lie by Portia’s side 
Witn an unquiet soul. You shall have gold 
To pay the ^ty debt twenty times over ; 

When it is paid, bring your true friend dong : 

My maid Nerissa, and myself, meantime, 

Will live as maidis and widows. Come, away ; 

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer : 

Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 

But let me hear the letter of your friend. 

Bass. [Reads.] 

Sweet Bossanio, my shijjs hare all miscamod, my CTedltors 
grow cruel, my estate is very low, ray bond to tlm Jew is forfeit ; 
and since, in paying it, it is impossible I should live, all debts 
are cloar^ between you and I, if I might but see you at my 
death : notwithstanding, use your pleasure : if your love do not 
persuade you to come, let not my letter.’* 

Por. 0 love, despatch all business, and be gone. 
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make haste ; but, till I come again, 

No bed shall e’er be guilty of my stay, 

Nor rest be interposer ’twixt us twain. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Ill.^Venicc. A Street. 

Enter Shylock, Salarino, Antonio, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Guoler, look to him. Tell not me of mercy j— 
This is the fool that lends out money gratis ; — 

Gaoler, look to him. 

AnL Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. I ’ll have my bond; spe^ not against my 
bond; 

I have sworn an oatli that I will have my bond : 

Thou cairdst me dog, before thou hadst a cause : 

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs ; 

The duke shall grant me justice.—I do wonder, 
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Thou naughty gaoler, tliat thou art so fond* 

To come abroad with him at his request. 

Ant> I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy, I ’ll have my bond; I will not hear tbeo 
speak : 

I ’ll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 

I ’ll not be made'a soft and dull-ey’d fool, 

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 

I ’ll have no speaking ; I will have my bond. \Ex, Snr. 

Salar, It is tlie moat impenetrable cur 
Tliat ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

I ’ll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 

He seeks my life; his reason well I know; 

I oft deliver’d froi^j his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 

Therefore he hates me. 

Salar, I am sure tlie duke 

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Ant The duke cannot deny the course of law, 

For the commodity tliat strangers have 
With us in Venice; if it be denied, 

’T will much impeach the justice of the state ; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefs and losses have so ’bated me. 

That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 
To-morrow lo my bloody creditor. 

Well, gaoler, on Pray God, Bassanio come 
To lee me pay his debt, and then I care not ! [Ezmd, 

» Fond. This Is generally explained as of the 

lensei in which Shalc^e very often usee the word. We W* 
inclined to think that it here meant, indulg^tt tender, weakly 
eofflputiouale. 
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SCENE IV. — Belmont. A Room in Portia’s Bonse* 

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and 
Balthazar. 

Lor. Madam, altliough I speak it in your presence, 
You have a noble and a true conceit 
Of godlike amity ; which appears most strongly 
In bearing thug the absence of your lord. 

But, if you knew to whom you show this honour, 

How true a gentleman you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the work. 

Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

For. 1 never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now ; for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 

Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord, 

Must needs be like my lord : If it be so, 

How little is the cost I liave bestow’d, 

In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty 1 
This comes too near the praising of myself ; 

Therefore, no more of it ; hear other things. 

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 

Until my lord’s return : for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow^ 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Onljr attaided by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 

Tbfflre is a monastery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. 1 do desire you 
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Not to deny tliis imposition ; 

The which my love, and some necessity, 

Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, witli all my heart, 

I shall obey you in all fair commands. 

For. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 

Xor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you \ 
Jes. I M’ish your ladyship all heart's content. 

For. I thank you for your wish, and am well pleas'd 
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica. 

[Exeunt Jes. and Lon. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I liave ever found thee honest, true, 

So let me find tl)ee still : Take this same letter, 

And use thou all the endeavour of a man 
In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s liand, doctor Bellario ; 

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Unto the tranect,* to the common ferry 
Which trades to Vaiice ; — waste no tin» in words, 

But get thee gone ; I sliall be there before thee. 

Balth. Ma^m, I go with all convenient speed. [Exit, 
For. Come on, Nerissa*, I have work in hand. 

That you yet know not of ; we ’ll see our husbands 
Before they think of us. 

JVer. Shall they sec us t 

For. They shall, Nerissa ; but in su^ a habit, 


• Tranect, No otlier example is found of the nta of this 
word in Relish, and yet there is little doubt that file word ii 
oorreot. Tranare, and trainare, are hiterpreted by Floiio not 
only os tc draw, which is the common aooeptotion, hxii as ts 
mast or turim over. Thus the tranect was most probably the to»- 
wotof the ferry. 
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Tliafc tliey sliall think we are accomplished 
Witli that we lack. I ’ll hold tliee any wager, 

When %ve are both accoutred like young men, 

1 ’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 

And speak, between the change of man and boy 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing stej^ 

Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lies, 

How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which I denying they fell sick and died ; 

1 could not do withal : then 1 ’ll repoit. 

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them ; 

And twenty of tliese puny lies I ’ll tell. 

That men shall swear I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth : — I have witliin my mind 
A tiiousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 

Which I will practise. 

Ner» W^hy, shall we turn to men ? 

Por, Fie ! what a que3tit)n ’s that, 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ! 

But come, I ’ll tell tliee all my whole device 
Wlien I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the jmrk gate ; and therefore haste away. 

For we must measure twenty miles to-day. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The same. A Garden, 

Enter Launcklot and Jessica. 

Laun. Yes, truly; — ^for, look you, the sins of ti.e 
fether are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, I 
promise you I fear you. I was always plain with you, 
and so now I speak my agitation of the matter i There- 
fore, be of ffow cheer; for, truly, 1 think, you are 
damned. There is but one Irope in it tiiat can do you 
eXsf good; and that is but a kind of bastard hope 
nmtber. 


TOl.. n. 
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Jes, And wliat hope ia that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Jew a dau^ter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed j io 
the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laun, Truly tlien I fear you are damned both by 
father and mother; tlnis when I shun Scyllo, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother ; well, you 
are gone both ways. 

Jci, I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath made 
me a Christian, 

Laun, Truly, the more to blame he : we were Chris- 
tians enough before ; e'en as many as could well live, 
one by anotlier : This making of Christians will raise 
tike price of bogs ; if we grow all to be pork-eaters we 
shall not shortly liave a rasher on the coals for money# 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jes. I ’ll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
say j here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Laimcelot, 
if you thus get my wife into comers. 

Jes, Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo. Launcelot 
and I are out : he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for 
me in heaven, because I am a Jew’s daughter: and he 
says, you are no good member of the commonwealth ; 
for, in converting Jews to Cliristians, you raise the price 
of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the commonwealth, 
than you can tlie getting up of the negro’s belly ; the 
Moor is witb child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun* It is much, that the Moor should be more 
than reason : but if she be less than an honest woman, 
•he is, indeed, more than I took her for. 

Lor, How' every fool can play upon the word I I 
think, the b^ grace of wit will shortly tai» into 
•deuce; and ^course grow commendable in none eol^ 
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bat paiTots. — Go in, sirrah j bid them prepare for 
dinner, 

Zaun. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are yon ! dien' 
bid them ^pore diimer. 

Laun. That is done, too, sir: only, cover is the 
word. 

Xor. Will you cover then, sir ? 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither ; 1 know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling witli occasion ! Wilt 
tliou show die whole wealth of thy wit in an instant? 
1 pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain mean- 
ing ; go to thy fellows ; bid them cover the table, serve 
in the meat, and we will come in to dimier. 

iMun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in ; for 
the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming in 
to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and conceit* 
shall govern. [£xit Laun. 

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited ’ 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d bke him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica? 

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion ; — 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wife ? 

Jes. Past all expressing : It is vwy meet 
Tile lord Bassauio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady. 

He finds tlie joys of heaven here on earth; 

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Fawn’d with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Bath not her fellow. 
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Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast diou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jes, Nay, but oak my opinion too of that. 

Lor, I will anon ; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes, Nay, let me praise you, while 1 Irnve a stomach 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk y 
Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, mong other things 
I shall digest it 

Jes. Well, I ’ll set you forth lEmini. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Venice. A Court of Justice. 

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes ; Antonio, Bassanio, 
Geatiano, Sai.arino, SoLANio, and other's. 

Duke, Whaf, is Antonio here ? 

Ant, Ready, so please your grace. 

Duke, I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to answer 
A storry adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant, I have lieard 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate, 

And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm'd 
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit, 

The very tyranny and rage of bis. 

Duke, Go one, and call the Jew into tlie court 
SoUin. He ’s ready at tlie door : he comes, my lord. 

Enter SriYLOCK. 

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our face. 
Sliylock, the world thinks, and I think so too. 

That thou but lead’s! this fashion of fliy malice 
To th#last iiour of act ; and then, ’t is thought 
Thou ’It show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 

And where thou now exact’st the penalty, 

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh,) 

• Envy't reech. Envy ia here uwd in the sense of malie*, 
hatredi as in the translnUon of thoUible (Mark xv, 10). 
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Tbou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 

But, touch'd with human gentleness and love, 

Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 

That have of late so huddled on his back, 

Enou^ to press a royal merchant down. 

And pluck commiseration of his state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew. 

Shy, I nave possess’d your grace of what I purpose ; 
And by our lioly Sabbath have I sworn, 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom. 

You ’ll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I 11 not answer that : 

But, say, it is my humour : Is it answer’d t 
What if my house be troubled with a rat. 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban’d ? What, are you answer’d yet ? 
Some men there are love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat ; 

And others, wlien the bagpipe sings i’ the nose. 

Cannot contain their urine : for affection. 

Master of passion, sways it to the mood » 

Of what it likes, or loathes : Now, for your answer. 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; ^ 

Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a woollen bagpipe, — but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame, 

• either for love or dieUke^-eympathy or antipathy 

the maxter ^passion— sways it Cpattum) to the mood of 
what (n/flKtion) loathes. 
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As to offend, himself being offended; 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing. 

I bear Antcmio, that I follow thus 
A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d ? 

Bass. This is no onswa:, tliou unfeeling man. 

To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

SAy. I am not bound to please thee with my answer. 
Bass. Do all men kill tlie tilings they do not love ? 
Sky. Hates any man the thing he would not kill I 
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. 

Sky. What, wouldst thou have a serpent sting thee 
twice? 

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jew,* 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 

You may os well use question with the wolf, 

Why he hatli made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 

You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high toj)s, and to make no noise, 

When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 

You may as well do anything most hard, 

As seek to soften that ('tiian which what ’s harder ?) 

His Jewish heart : — Tnerefore, I do beseech you, 

Make no more offers, use no further means, 

But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 

Sky. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six pairts, and every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, — 1 would have my bond. 
Duke. How shalt thou boj«e for mercy, rend’ring none? 
Sky. What judgment shall I dread, doing no wrtmg? 
You have among you many a purchas’d slave, 

* The constriictioa of this line appears to us elliptical : we 
believe that it should be understood mus ; — 

** I pray you, think, [if) you question with the Jew.'* 
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Which, Ipte your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 

You use in abject and in slavish parts, 

Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you, 

Let them be free, marry them to your heirs i 
Why sweat they under burthens? let tlieir beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season'd with such viands? You will answer, 

The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you. 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of liiim, 

Is dearly bought ; *t is mine, and I will have it : 

If you deny me, fie upon your law ! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 

I stand for judgpnent : answer, shall I have it ? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 

Whom I have sent for to determine tliis, 

Come here to-day. 

Solan. My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters ; Call tlie messenger. 
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man I courage 
yet ! 

Tlie Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meeteart for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to ^e ground, and so let me ; 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live still, and write mine epitapln 

Enter Nebissa, dressed like a lawyer^ s clerk* 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 

Ner. Prom both, my lord : Bellario greets your grace 

^Presents a letter 

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy kmfe Bo-eamestly f 
Shy* To cut the fo^eiture from flmt bankxout these 



Scnni I.] 


MEECHANT OF VENICE. 


247 


Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak’st thy knife keen ; but no metal can, 

No, not the liangman’s axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee I 

Shy. No, none tlmt thou hast wit enough to make. 

Gra. O, be thou damn’d, inexecrable * dog ! 
ti^d for thy life let justice 1^ accus’d. 

Thou almost mak’st me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, bang’d for human slaughter, 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet. 

And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow’d dam, 

Inflis’d itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, sterv’d,'’ and ravenous. 

Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond, 
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud : 

Repair tliy wit, good youth ; or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court : — 

Where is he If 

Ner. He attendeth here liard by, 

To Joiow your answer, whether you ’ll admit him. 

Xhike. With all my heart : — some three or four of 
you 

Go give him courteous conduct to this place.— 
Meantime, tire court shall hear Bellario’s letter. 

[Clerk reads 

** Your gTAce shall understand that, nt tl»e receipt of your 
letter, I am voiy sick : but lu the instant that your mes8en};er 
came, in loving ^'isitation was with me a young doctor of Homo I 

* Inexecrable. In is used as an augmentative particle, the 
being moit execrable. 

fc synonymous with starved, and used by Spenser 

snd the elder poets. • 
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iMs name is Ballhsssr ; I acouainted him with the Muse ia con* 
troveny between the Jew ana Antonio the merchant: we turned 
o*er many books together: he is fiirniihed with my opinion i 
wWch, bettered with hi* own learning (the grentoeM whereof 1 
cannot enough commend), comes with nim« at my importunity, 
to fill up your grace’s r^uest in my stead. I beseech you, let 
bis lack of years be no impediment to let lum lack a reverend 
estimation ; for I never knew so young a body with so old a 
head. I leave him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial 
shall better publish his commendation.” 

Duke. You hear the learned Bellario, what he writes: 
And here, I take it, is the doctor come. — 

Enter Portia, dressed like a doctor of laws* 

Give me your hand *. Came you from old Bellario ? 
For. I did, my lord, 

Duke, You are welcome : take your place- 

Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this present question in the court f 
For. I am informed throughly of the cause. 

Which is the merchant here, and which tl^ Jew f 
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 

‘ For. Is your name Shylock I 
Shy. Shylock is my name. 

For. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 

‘Yet in such rule that the Venetian law y 

Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.— 

You stand within his danger,* do you not ? [TV) Aet, 
Ant, Ay, so he says. 

For. Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant I do. 

For. Then must the Jew be merciful. 

Shy. On what compulsion must I f tell me that 
Por. The quality of mercy is not strain’d ; 

It droj^th, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place benkth : it is twice bless’d ; 

* Dr. Jamieson In his daumger, under hit dMmpett 

in hli power as a ca^ve. The old Frenoh dmger freqMtitty 
Occam M signifying power, dominion.” 
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It blesseth bim that gives, and him timt takes ; 

’T is mightiest in tlie mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; 

Hia sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings , 

But mercy is above this sceptred sway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this — 

That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation ; we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer dotli teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 

To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant there. 

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

For. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court ; 
Yea, twice die sum : if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o’er, 

On forfeit of my liands, my head, my heart : 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down truth.® And 1 beseech you, 

Wrest once the law to your autliority : 

To do a great right do a little wrong j 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

Par. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice 
Gan alter a decree established : 

*T will be recorded for a precedent ; 

And many an error, by the same example, 

WtQ nish into the state : it cannot be. 

* Truth is here used in the sense of honesty. 
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Shy, A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel 1 
0 wise young judge, bow ao I honour thee ! 

For, I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 

Shy, Here ’t is, most reverend doctor, here it is. 

For, Shylock, tliere ‘s thrice thy money offer’d theo. 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven ; 
Shall I lay perjury uj)on my soul ? 

No, not for V enice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit 5 

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by liim cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart : — Be merciful ; 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the "bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenor. 

It doth appear you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound : I cliarge you by tlie law, 

Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear, 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

For, Why, then, thus it is : 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 

Shy. 0 noble judge! 0 excellent young manl 
Por. For the intent and pLfr|x)se of tlie law 
Hatli full relation to the penalty. 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy, TT is very true : 0 wise and upright judge 1 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks I 
For. Therefore, by bare your bosom. 

Shy, Ay, his breast: 

80 says the bond j—Doth it not, noble judge? — 

Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

For, It is so. Are tiiore balance here to weigh the 
fleshi 
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Shy. I have them ready. 

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on yorr 
charge, 

To stop his wounds, lest lie should bleed to death, 

Shy. Is it BO nominated in the bond ? 

Por. It is not so express'd ; But what of that? 

’T were good you do so much for charity. 

Shy, I cannot find it ; ’t is not in the bond. 

Por. Come, merchant, have you anytliing to say ? 
Ant. But little; I am arm’d, and well prepar’d.— 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well f 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use, 

To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 

An age of poverty ; from which lingering penance 
Of such misery doth she cut me otf. 

Commend me to your honourable wife : 

Tell her tlie process of Antonio’s end, 

Say, how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 

Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 

And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 

1 11 pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife, 

WTiich is as dear to me as life itself; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not witli me esteem’d altove thy lil'e j 
I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife woidd give you little thanks fof 
that, 

If she were by, to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I have a wife, whom I protest I love \ 
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I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 

Ner, ’T is well you offer it behind her back j 
The wish wohld make else an unquiet house. 

,Shy. These be the Christian husbands : I have a 
daughter ; 

Would any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband, ratlier than a Christian ! [Aside, 

We trifle time ; I pray thee pursue sentence. 

For, A pound of that same merchant’s flesh is 
thine j 

Tlie court awards it, and the law dotli give it 
Shy. Most rightful judge ! 

For, And you must cut tins flesh from off his breast, 
The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned judge! — A sentence; come; 
prepare. 

For. Tarry a little there is something else.— 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ; 

The words expressly are a pound of flesh ; 

Then take thy bond, take thou tliy pund of flesh ; 

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. 0 upright judge! — Maik, Jew! — 0 learned 
judge! 

Shy. Is that the law ? 

For. Thyself shall see the act ; 

Eor, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest. 

Gra. 0 learned judge! — Mark, Jew; — a learned 
judge ! 

Shy. 1 take this offer thcn,<>pa 7 the bond thrice, 
Attd let the Cliristion go. 

Foes. Here is the money. 

For, SedL ’ 
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The Jew shall have all justice no haate }-» 
He shall have nothing but the penalty. 

Qra, O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 
For, Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 

Slied thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 

But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak’st more, 

Or less, than a just pound, — be it but so much 
As makes it light, er heavy, in the substance, 

Or the division of the twentieth part 

Of one poor scruple, — ^nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair, — 

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Chra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 

Now, infidel, I have thee on tlie hip. 

For, Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me ray principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee; here it is. 

For. He hath refus’d it in the open court; 

He shall liave merely justice, and his bond. 

Ora. A Daniel, still say 1 ; a second Daniel ! — 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy, Shall I not have barely my principal ? 

For. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture, 

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why, then riie devil give him good of it ! 

1 11 itay no longer question. 

For. Tarry, Jew ; 

The law hath yet anotlier hold cm you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 

If it be prov’d against an alien, 

That by direct or indirect attempt 
He sedc the life of any citizen, 

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the otlier half 
Comes to the mvy cofli^ of the state ; 

And Ihe offenaer’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 
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In whidi jjredicament, I say, thou stand'st : 

For it appears by manifest proceeding, 

That, inmrectly, and directly too, 

Thou bast con^v’d against the very life 
Of die defendant j and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehears’d. 

Down, tlierefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang 
thyself : 

And ye^ thy wealth being forfeit to tlie stat^ 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore, thou must be bang’d at tlie state's cliarge, 
Duke, That thou shalt see the difference of our 
spirit, 

1 pardon thee thy life before tliou ask it ; 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s j 
The other lialf comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive unto a tine. 

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy, Nay, take my life and all, j^don not that : 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house; you take my life, 

When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Pot, What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 
Gm. A baiter gratis ; nothing else, for God’s sake* 
Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the covurt. 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 

I am content, so he will let me have 
The otiicr half in use,*^ to render it. 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
Toat lately stole his daughter ; 

Two things provided more, — lliat for this favour, 

He pmaidy become a Christian ; 

'Rie other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d, 

Unto hu s(m IiorWr^nd his daughter. 

• In tcs«u.«lettt on interest. 
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Duke. He riiall do this ; or else I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced liere. 

Por. Art thou contented, Jew ; what dost thou say ? 
Shy, 1 am content 

For, Clerk, draw a deed of gift 

Shy, I pray you give me leave to go from hence : 

I am not well ; send the deed after me, 

And 1 will sign it 

Duke, Get thee gone, but do it. 

Ora, In christening, thou shalt have two godfathers; 
Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more,* 
To bring thee to the gallows, not to the font. \Ex, Sht 
Duke, Sir, I entreat you with me home to dinner. 
Per. I humbly do desire your grace of j;»ardon. 

I must away this night toward Padua ; 

And it is meet I presently set forth. 

Duke, I am sorry that your leisure serves you not 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; 

Fot, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[Exeunt Duke, Magnificoes, and Train 
Bass, Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Hare by your wisdom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Am, And stand indebted, over and above^ 

In lore and service to you evermore. 

For, He is well paid that is well satisfied ; 

.^d I, delivering you, am satisfied, 

Aind therein do account myself well paid ; 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

1 pmy you know me, when we meet again ; 

I wil® you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass, Dear sir, of force I must attempt you funior 
Take some remembrance of us, as a tribut^ 

• Ijjs Jurymen were jestingly called godfathers— 

'^fodfrdhert in law, as Ben Jonson has it. 

U. Q 
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Not at a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You press me far, and therefore I will yield. 
Give me your gloves, I ’ll wear them for your sake } 
Anc^ for your love, I ’ll take tliis ring from you : — 

Do not draw back your hand ; 1 ’ll t^e no more; 

And you in love shall not deny me this, 

JBats. This ring, good sir, — alas, it is a trifle j 
I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 

And now, methinks, 1 have a mind to it 

Bass. There ’s more depends on this than on the value. 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 

And find it out by proclamation ; 

Only for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in oflfcrs : 

You taught me first to beg ; and now, methink% 

You teach me bow a beggar should be answer’d. 

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my wife j 
And, when she put it on, she made me vow 
That 1 should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it 

Por. That ’scuse serves many men to save tlmr gifri. 
An if your wife be not a mad woman, 

And know how well 1 have deserv’d ^ii ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

Tor giving it to me. Well, peace be with you I 

[Exeunt Por. and Nsb. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 

Let his detervings, and my love withal, 

Be valued against your wife's commandment 
Bass. Gfo, Gratiano, run and overtake him ; 

Give him the ring j and bring him, if thou canit, 

Unto Antonio’s bouw ; — away, make haste. Gbi. 

Come, you and I will thither presently ; 

And in die monnng early will we both 

fly toward Bdmont : Come, Antonk^ [Mgtmt* 
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SCENE Il.^Venice. A Street. 

Enter Portia and Nebisba. 

Por. Inquire the Jew^s house out, give him this deed, 
And let him sign it ; we 11 away to-night. 

And be a day before our husband home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenxo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en : 

My lord Bassemio, upon more advice, 

Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Par. That cannot be : 

His ring I do accept most thankfully, 

And so, I pray you, tell him : Furthermore, 

I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house. 

Qm. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you 

X 11 see if I can get my husband’s ring, [7b Portia, 
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 

Por. Thou mayst, I warranfe We shall have old 
swearing, 

That they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we ’ll outface them, and outswear them too. 

Away, make haste ; thou know’st where I will tarry. 
JVer. Come, good sir, will you show me to tliis house! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L— Belmont Avmw to Portia’# Haute, 
Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. 

Lor. The moon shines bright — In such a night as 
this, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 

And they did make no noise, — in such a night, 

Troihis, methinks, mounted the Trojan walls, 

And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 

Where Cressid lay that night 

Jes. In such a night, 

Did Thisbe learfully o’ertrip tlie tjLeWf 
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 

And ran dismay’d away. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand * 

Uj on tlie wild sea4)anlii, and waft her lovo 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night, 

Medea gather’d the enchanted lierbs 
That did renew old ^Eson. 

Lor. ^ In such a night, 

Did Jessica steal from the wealtliy Jew ; 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, ^ 
As ihr as Belmont 

Jes. In such a night, 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well } 

Stealing her soul with many vows of fai^ 

And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. In such a night, 

Pid ^tty Jessica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and be forgave it hen ' 
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Jea. I would out-night you, did no body come : 

But, bark, 1 bear the footing of a man. 

Enter Stbphano. 

Xor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ? 
Steph» A friend. 

Lor. A friend 1 what friend t your name, I pray yon, 
friend. 

Steph. Stephano is my name ; and I bring word, 

My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont ; she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where siie kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 

Lor. ^Vho comes with her? 

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 

I pray you, is my master yet return’d i 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not beard from him. — 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the bouse. 

^ Enter Launcklot. 

Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Xor. Who calls ? 

iMun. Sola ! Did you see master Lorcnxo, and mi8« 
tress Lorenzo I sola, sola I 

Xor. liCave hollaing, man \ here. 

Xaun. Sola I Where? where? 

Xor. Here. 

* Laun. Tell him there ’s a post come from my master, 
with his horn full of good news ; my master will be 
here ere morning. 

Xor. Sweet soul, let 's in, and there expect their 
coming. 

And yet no matter ; — ^Why should we go in ? 

My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Within the houses your mistress is at hand : 
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And bring your music forth into the air. [Ex^ 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this tiank ! 

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night,' 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines* of bright gold. 

There ’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st 
But in his motion like an angel sings. 

Still quiring to the young-ey^ ciierubint : ^ 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot bear it — 

Efiter Musicians. 

Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ car, 

.And draw her home with mu^ic. 

Jiss. I am never merry when I hear sweet mutus. 

[Mutic* 

Lor. The reason is your spirits are attentive ; 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unbandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud. 
Which is the hot condition of their blood 5 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 

Tou shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gare^ 

the sweet power of music : Therefore, the poet 
Did ibign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods | 
IShnce nought so stocldsh, hard, and full ^ 

Potfsit. A potins is the small flat dish ox piste In the 
se i v i ee of the idUn*. 

k Ck«nMu. We follow tlw orthography of the tM edfltoas, 
thtHi||fa«herablm may be mors correct. Bfenssr nsesrtiywteaf 
nsth^ploralofchenibiii. ^ 
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music for the time doth change his nature $ 
l!he man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor 38 not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erel)us ; 

Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the music. 

Enter Portia and Nerissa at a distance, 

Tor. That light we see is burning in my hall. 

How far that little candle throws hw beams I 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

A’er. When the moon shone we did not see the candle. 

Tor, So doth the greater glory dim the less : 

A substitute shines brightly as a king, 

Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark I 

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house. 

Tor. Nothing is good, I see, without respect j 
l^ctbinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 

Tor. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark. 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 

When every gooswj is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 
To their right praise and true perfection !— 

Peace I How the moon sleeps with Endymion, 

And would not be awak’d I [Music ceases. 

Lor. Tliat is the voice, 

Or I am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

Tor. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckooi, 

By the bad voice. 

Lor* ^ Dear lady, welcome home. 
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JPor, We hare been praying for our bfusbandt' wel£u«^ 
Which speed, we hope, the b^er for our words. 

Are they return'd I 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before, 

To signify their coming. 

Por. Go in, Nerissa ; 

Give order to my 8er\^aiits, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; 

Nor you, Lorenzo : — Jessica^ nor you. [A tucket sounds. 
Lor. Your husband is at hand ; I hearts trumpet : 
We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

Por. This night, methinks, is but the daylight sick. 
It looks a little paler ; ’t is a day 
Such as the day is when tlie sun is hid. 

E7iter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratzano, and iheir 
Followers. 

Bass. We should hold day with the antipodes. 

If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

Por. Let roe give light, but let me not be liglit j 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband. 

And never be Bassanio so for me ; 

But God sort all ! — You are welcome home^ my lord.- 
Bass. I thank you, madam: give welcome to my 
friend. — 

This is the man, this is Antonio, 

To whom I am BO infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to him, 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant No more than I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house : 

It must appear in other ways than words, 

Thorefore, I scant this brea&ing courtesy. 

[Gba, and Naa. seem to talk apart. 
Ora. By yonder moon, I swear you do me wroDg | 
Id fiutb, I gava it to the judge s cletic : 
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Would he were gelt that had it, for my part. 

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart. 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already i what *g the matter t 
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
Tliat she did give me ; whose posy was, 

For all the world, like cutler’s poetry 
Upon a knife, " Love me, and leave me not’ 

JVer. What talk you of the posy, or the value f 
You swore to me, when I did give it you, 

That you would wear it till the hour of death ; 

And &at it should lie with you in your grave : 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 

You should have b^n respective,* and have kept it 
Gkive it a judge’s clerk ! — but well I know, 

Tlie clerk will ne’er wear hair on ’s face that had it 
Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man. 

JVer. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,— 

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee ; 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

^ Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with you, 
To part so slightly with your wife’s first gift ; 

A tMg stuck on with oatlis upon your finger 
And so riveted with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands, — 

I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, 

Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That tlie world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 

An 't were to me, I should be mad at it. 

Boss. Why, 1 were best to cut my left hand oif. 
And sweax, 1 lost the ring defending it. [Aside, 

Gra,. My lord Bassania gave his ring away 
* regardful. 
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Untu the judge that begg’d it, and, indeed. 

Deserv’d it too ; an<i then the boy, his clerk, 

That took some plains in writing, be begg d mine i 
And neither man, nor master, would t^e aught 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ? 

Not that, I hope, which you receiv’d of me. 

Pass. It 1 could add a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it j but you see, my finger 
Hath not tiie ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por. Even so void is your false heart of troth. 
By Heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the ring. 

If you did know for whom I gave the ring. 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 

And bow unwillingly I left the ring, 

When nouglit would be accejited but the ring, 

You would abate the strength of your displeasuie^ 

Por. If you had known the virtue of tne ring, 

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 

Or your own honour to contain* the ring, 

You would not then have parted with tl^ ring. 
Wliat man is there so mucu unreasonably 
If ^mi had pleas’d to have defmded it 
With any tenns of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 

Nerissa teaches me what to believe ; 

I 11 die for % but some woman had the ring. 

Bass. No, by mine honour, mailain, by my soul. 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 

Which did refuse three thousand du(^ of me, 

And begg’d the ring; the which I did deny hii% 

* CofUoiM and rstais are here synonymous. 
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And auffer*d him to go displeas’d away ; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady ? 

I was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I was beset with shame and courtesy ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much besmear it : Pardon me, good lady j 
For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, 1 tliink, you would have bcgg’d 
Tlie ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Par. Xuet not that doctor e’er come near my house ; 
Since he hath got the jewel tliat I lov’d, 

And that which you did swear to keep for me, 

I will become as liberal as you ; 

I ’ll not deny him anything I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 

Know him 1 shall, 1 am well sure of it : 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me, like Argus • 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own, 

I *11 have that doctor for my bedfellow. 

Ner, And I his clerk ; therefore be well advis’d, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gra. Well, do you so : let not me take him then ; 
For, if I do, I ’ll mar the young clerk’s p«i. 

Ant I am the unhappy subject of these quarrels* 
Por. Sir, grieve not you ; you are welcome notwith- 
•ta^ng. 

Bass, Portia, forgive me this oaforced wrong 5 
And, in die bearing of these many friends, 

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself,— 

Por. Mark you but that! 

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself : 

In each eye one swear by your double sdf, 

And there ’« an oath of crefiit. 

Poif. Nay, but hear me ; 
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Piurdon this £&ult) and by zny soul 1 swear, 

1 never more will break an oath with thee. 

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth j 
Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 

[To Portia. 

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again, 

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advisedly. 

For. Then you shall be his surety ; Give him this ; 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant, Here, lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this ring. 
Bass. By Heaven, it is the same I gave the doctor I 
Por. 1 had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio ; 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And p^on me, my gentle Gratiano ; 

For that same scrubbed boy, the. doctor’s clerk, 

In lieu of this last night did lie with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of highways 
In summer, where the ways are fair aiough : 

What! are we cuckolds, ere we have des^’d itf 
For. Speak not so possly.— You are all amax’d : 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure ; 

It comes from Padua, from Bellario : 

There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor; 
Kerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, 1 set forth as soon as you, 

And but e’en now return’d ; I have not yet 
Knter’d my house. — ^Antonio, you are welcome ; 

And I have better news in store for you 
llutn you expect : unseal this letter soon ; 

There you shall find, three of your argosies 
Are richly come to harbour suddenly ; 

You shall not know by what strange accident 
Z ehanced on this letter. 

Ant, I am dumb* 

Hom. Were you the doctor, and I knew you not! 
<3^0. Were you the clerk, that is to make me ctnkiid ? 
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Nir, Ay ; btrt the cleifc that nerer means to do it. 
Unless he live until he be a man. 

Satt» Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow; 
'When I am absent then lie with my wife. 

Ant* Sweet lady, you have given mo life, and living; 
For here I read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely cmne to road. 

Por, How now, Lorenzo? 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. 

Nut. Ay, and III give them him without a fee. — 
There do I give to you and Jessica, 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 

After his death, of all he dies possess'd of. 

Lor, Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

Por. It is almost morning, 

And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied 
Of these events at fall : Let us go in ; 

And charge us there upon inter'gatories, 

And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Qra, Let it be so ; The first inter’gatory, 

That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is, 

■Whether till the next night she had rather stay ; 

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day : 

But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 

Till I were couching with the doctor's clerk. 

Well, while I live. I’ll fear no other thing 

So sore,* as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. \ExextnU 

* iSor^—excessiyely, extremely, much. 


Sttbf of 

fC|e ittetd^aut of Ueitice 







Mvcb Ado ibout Nothing’ was first printed in 
1600. Tliere was no other separate edition. The vaiia- 
tums between the text of the quarto and that of the folio 
are very few. The chronology of this comedy is suffi- 
ciently fixed by the circumstance of its publication in 
1600, coupled wiffi the fact fiiat it is not moitioned by 
Meres in 1598. 

** The story is taken from Ariosto>” says Pope. To 
Ariosto fiien we turn ; and we are repaid for our labour 
by the pleasure of reading that long but by no means 
tedious story of Genevra, which occupies the whole of 
the fifth book, and part of the sixth, of the ^ Orlando 
Furioso,’ The tale is a pretty comical matter,” as 
Harrington quaintly prcmounces it. The famous town 
of St. Andrew’s forms its scene ; and here was enacted 
something like that piece of villainy by which the 
Ckudio of Shak;^)ere was deceived, and his Hero done 
td death by slanderous tongues.” But here the resem- 
blance ceases. Ariosto found the incident of a lady 
betrayed to suspicion and danger, by the personation of 
her own waiting-woman, amongst the popular traditions 
of south of Burope — this story has been traced to 
azrd he interwove it with the adventures of his 
Bini^ns an Integra] part of his clnvalrous romancer 
^Wser has told a similar story ^ < The Fairy 

VQImII. h 
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Queiin ’ (Book Canto IV.). The Eoropoan atory, 
which Arioeto a^d Spenier have thus adopted, baa 
£[mB6d alio the groundwork of one of BaadeUo^a Ita/- 
lian novels. It was for Sbakspere to surround the xhiun 
incident with those accessories which he could nowhere 
barrow, and to make of it such a comedy as no odier 
man has made — a comedy not of manners or of aenti> 
ment, but of Ufe viewed under its profotmdest aspects, 
whether of the grave or the ludicrous. The titiie of this 
comedy, rightly considered, is the best expositor of the 
idea of this comedy. It is “ a representation of tba 
contrast and cohtradicti(m between life in its real 
essence and the aspect which it presents to those who 
are engaged in its struggle.** 

The * Much Ado about Nothing ’ was acted under 
the name of * Benedick and Beatrice,’ even during the 
life of ito authwr. These two characters absorb very 
much of the au^ting interest of the play ; but they can- 
not be separated from the play without being liable to 
misconirtTuction. The character of Beatrice cannot 
be understood, except in connection with the ipjuriea 
done to Hero ; and except we view it, as well as the 
chmacters of all the other agents in the scen^ with 
refetenoe to the one leading idea, that there is a real 
aspect of things which is to be seen by the audience and 
not seen by the agents. The character of Don John, 
for example^ and the characters of hit loose confrde* 
ratM^ are understood by the spectatena ; and their 
villainy is purposely transparent. Without Don J^ohn 
the plot could not move. He is not a rival in Cla^ 
loft, As the « wicked duke” Ariostos he is 
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am|dy a moody, ill-conditioned, spiteful rascal such 
A one as ordinarily takes to backbiting and hinting 
Avay character. Shakspere gets rid of him as toon as 
he can ; he &e8 the train and disappears. He would 
be oat of hmmony with the happiness which he has sus> 
pended, but not destroyed ; and so he passes from the 
stage, with 

** Think not on him till to-morrow.” 

But his instrumentality lias been of the utmost import- 
ance. It has given us that beautifiil altar-sccne, that 
would be almost too tragical if we did not know that 
the “ Much Ado’’ was “ about Nothing.*’ But that 
maiden’s sorrows, and that father’s passion, are real 
aspects of life, however unreal be tbe cause of them. 
The instrumentality, to<h of the hateful Don John has 
given us Dogberry and Verges. Coleridge has said, 
somewhat hastily we think, — “ Any other less ingcni- 
(msly absurd watchm^ and night-constables would 
have answered the mere necessities of the acticm.’* 
Surely not. Make Dogberry in the slightest degree less 
self-satisfied, loquacious, full of the official stuff of 
which functionaries ore still cut out, and the action 
breaks down before the rejection of Hero by her lover. 
For it is not the ingenious absurdity that prevents the 
detection of the plot against Hero ; it is the absurdity 
which prevents the prompt disclosure of it after the 
detection. Truly did Don Pedro say, “ This learned 
Conktable is too cunning to be understood.” The wise 
ftllow, and rich fellow, and the fellow that hath bad 
and cme that hath two gowns, and everything 
handsome about him, nevertheless bolds his prisoners 
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fait; and when he comes to the Prince^ irith ** 
sir, they hare committed talse report; moceove^, 
bare i^Ven untruths ; Beccmdarily, they are itsoiden ; 
sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady ; thirdly, they 
hare verified unjust things; and, to conclude, they are 
lying knaves,^* though his method be not logicid, his 
matter is allnnifficient. The passionate lover, die calm 
and sagacious Prince, the doting father, were the dupes 
of a treachery, not well compact, and carried through 
by dangerous instruments. They make no effort to 
detect what would not have been very difficult of 
detection : they are satisfied to quarrel and to lamn^t 
Occident discovers what intelligence could not pene- 
trate; and the treacherous slander is manifest in aJl its 
blackness to the wise Dogberry — 

Fl*t burglary u ever w»i cottmUted.** 

Here is the crowning irony of the philosophical poet 
The playen eff the game of life see nothing, or see 
minute parts only; but the dullest by-ttand^ has 
gUmpses of something more. 
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Don Pedbo, Prince of A rragon. 

Appeartf Act I. sc, 1. Act II. sc. I ; so. 8. Act III. sc. S. 
Act. IV. sc. 1. Act V. 8C. 1 ; so. 3; sc. 4. 

Don John, bastard brother to Don Pedro. 

Appears^ Act I. sc. 1 : sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1 : sc. 2. Act HI. sc. 2. 
Act IV. sc. 1. 

Claudio, a young lord of Florence^ favourite of 
Don Pedro. 

Appears^ Aet I. so. 1. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2. 
Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 8 ; sc. 4. 

Benedick, a young lord of Padua, favourite likewise of 
Don Pedro. 

Appears, Act L sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1 : sc. 8. Act HI. sc. 2. 
Act IV. so, 1. Act. V. so. 1 ; so. 2 ; sc. 4. 

Leonato, Governor of Messina, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 8. 

Act m. so. 2; sc. 5. Act IV. so. 1. Act V. so. 1 ; sc. 4 . ^ 

Antonio, brother to Leonato. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act. IL sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1 ; so. 4. 

Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro. 

Appears, Act I. so. 1. Act H. sc. 1 ; sc 8. 

BoRACHiOj/b/ZottJcr of Don John. 

Appears, Act 1. so. 8, 'Act H. sc. 1 : so. 2. Act III. so. 8. 
Act TV. sc. 2. Act V. so. 1. 

CONRAPB, foUower <fDon John, 

Aetl.to.8. AotIlI.Bo.8. AotIV.io.2. AetV.M.1. 
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Boqberet, a afy qffker, 

Appeartf Act m. »c. 8 ; so. d. Act IV. sc. «. Act V. sc. 1. 
Verges, « dtp officer. 

Appears^ Act HE. sc. 8 ; sc. «. Act IV. sc. 2. Act V. sc. t 
A Sexton. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 2. Act V, so. 1. 

A Mar. 

Appears, Act IV. so. 1. Act V, so. 4. 

A Boy. 

Appears, Act II. so. 3. 

Hero, daughter to Leonato. 

Appears, Act L sc. 1. Act II. sc. 1. Act HI. sc. 1 ; so. 4. 
Act IV. so. 1. Act V. sc. 4. 

Bea'^cb, mece to Leonato. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1. Act II. sa I ; so. 8. 

Act in. so. 1 ; so. 4. Act IV. so. 1, Act V. sc. 2 ; so. 4. 

Margaret, a gerdletvoman attending on Hero. 
Spears, Act H. sc. L Act IH. sc. 1 j sc. 4. Act V. sc. 2. 

Ursula, a genilewoman attending on Hero. 
Al^psari, Act H. sc. 1. Act IH. sc. 1 ; sc. 4. Act V. sc. 2j so. 4, 

Messengers, Waick, and Attendants, 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I , — Street in Messina. 

Enter Lkonato, Hero, Beatrice, aiid othersy with a 
Messenger. 

Leon* I Icpn in this letter, that don Pedro of Arra- 
gCEi comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this; he was not tliree 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How mwiy gentlemen have you lost in this 
action? 

Mess. But few of any sort,® and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that don Pedro 
hath bestowed much honour on a young Florentine, 
caildd Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by don Pedro: He hath borne himself 
beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure of ' 
a lamb, the feats of a lion : be hath, indeed, better bet- 
tered eiqpectation than you must expect of me to tell 
you how. 

LeofU He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
wry much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and there 
jLppeati much joy in him ; even so much that joy could 

• My sort. The obvious meaning here k. of any condition ; 
for the meaaenger adds, ** and nune of name.** 



m atocH ADO ABotrr Moraim t 

notidiow itself modest enongh without a badge of bit> 
temess. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears 5 

Men. In great measure.* 

Leon. Amd overflow of kindness: There are no 
faces truer than those that are so washed. How much 
bettor is it to weep at joy^ than to joy at weeping ! 

Bent. I pray you, is signior Montanto'* returned ftmt 
the wan, or no f 

Mem. 1 know none of that name, lady *, there was 
none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece t 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mms. 0, lie *8 returned, and as pleasant as ever be was. 

Beat. He set up bis bills ^ here in Messina, and chal- 
lodged Cupid at me flight : and my uncle's fool, read* 
ing the cliallenge, subscribed for Cupid, and challenged 
liim at the biid-bolt. I pray you, how many hath he 
killed and eaten in these wars! But how many hath he 
killed! for, indeed, I promised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too 
much ; but he 11 be meet with you,^ I doubt it not 

Mem. He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath bolp to 
eat it t be 's a very valmt trencherman, he bath an 
excellent stomacL 

Mem. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a l^y : — But what ii 
he to a lord! 

Mem. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuiM* 
wifli all honourable virtues. 

• In great iMOiwe-Hibuadantiy* 

^ MmUmto* Befttrioe thus uickiumM Be&edioki alter a tcra 
of toe feneing'SchooU 

• Sit if Hi ap a aotke-^a placsrd m we aow 

eslllt, 

^ to wsit 11 be Men wito you. 

• Stn^trg^floredf fumisbed. 
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Beat. It » 80 , mdeed: is do less than a stuffed 
man ; but for the stuffing, — ^Well, we are all mortaL 

Leon, You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there is 
a kind of merry war b^ixt signior B®iedick and her ; 
they never meet but there a skirmish of wit between 
them. 

Beat Alas! he gets nothing by that In our last 
conflict, four of his fire wits*^ went oalting off, and now 
is the whole man governed with one : so fijat if he have 
wit enough to keep himself warm, let him bear it for a 
difference ^ between himself and his horse ; for it is all 
the wealth that he hath left, to be known a reasonable 
creature. Who is his companion now ? He hath every 
month a new sworn brother. 

Ifes#. Is ’t possible? 

Beat. Very easily possible*, he wears his faith® but 
as the fashion of his hat; it ever changes with the next 
blo^k. 

Mese. I see, lady, the g«itleman is not in your 
books.*^ 

Beat. No; an he were, I would bum my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion? Is there nc 
yoimg squaier® now, that will make a voyage with him 
to the devil? 

• FiwwiU. Shakspere here uses the term mts in the iei»f€ 
of intellectual powers. Johnson says, *' The wits seem to hare 
been reckoned Jive, by analogy to the fire senses, or the five 
inlets ofideas/ 

^ Mettr it jbr a dj^ence— for a distinction— as in heraldry. 

• hisoelief generally ; here, his oonddence in a 
bdend* 

< Btpomr hooks. Be who is in yow hooks^~m, as we some- 
dnMM sny. iu your aoud books— >ii he whom you think well of— 
whom you trust. It appears tolerably obvious, then, that Ute 
phrase has a commercial origin ; and that, as he who has ob- 
tained ere^, buys upon trait, it in his creditor's bookSf so he 
who has obtdned in any way the confidenoe of another is said 
to be in hts books. 

• Sfiwef^aarreller. To ijaars it to dispute— to oonfhmt 
hosffiely* 
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Mbm. He is most in the companjr of tlie right noble 
Claudio. 

Meat. O Lord I he will bang upon him like a dis- 
ease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence; and the 
taker runs presently mad. God help the noble Claudio 1 
if he hare caught the Benedick^ it will cost him a thou- 
sand pound ere he be cured. 

Mm. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat Do, good friend. 

Lecn. You 11 ne’er run mad, niece. 

Beat. N(^ not till a hot January. 

Mm. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedro, attended hy Balthaeax and 
others^ Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble: the fashion of the world is to avoid 
cost; and you encounter H. 

Leon, Never came trouble to my house in the like- 
ness of your grace j for trouble being gone, comfort 
should remain; but when you depart from me sorrow 
abides, and liEmpiness takes his leave. 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly, 
I think this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt that you asked her! 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no; f(Mr then were you A 
child. 

D. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we may mess 
by this what you are, being a roan. Truly, the lady 
fotheri herself: — Be happy, lady! for you are Uke an 
heBoarable fsdher. 

Bme. If signior Leonato be her father, she would ^ 
have hii head on her shoulders for all Messina, «i 
hhnasriieis. 

Beat 1 wonder that ^ will still be ta}kid||b*^l'?^ 
Benedick; ndbody marics you* 
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Ben0, What, my dear kdy Dudain ! are you yet 
liviugl 

B&it Is it possible Disdain should die, while she 
hath siich meet food to feed it as signior Benedick 1 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain if you come in 
her presence. 

Bene, Then is courtesy a turncoat ; — But it is certain 
I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: and I 
would 1 could find in my heart ^t 1 had not a hard 
heart: for, truly, I love none. 

Beat A dear happiness to women ; they would else 
have been troubled wifii a pernicious suitor. I thank 
God, and my cold blood,! am of your humour for 
that; 1 had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than a 
man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! 
so wome gentleman or other shall ’scape a predestinate 
scratched face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an ’t were 
such a fece as yours were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat A bird of my^ tongue is better tiian a beast of 
yours. 

Bene. I would my horse bad the speed of yoar 
tonjme ; and so good a continuer : But seep your way 
o’ wd’i name ; I have d(me. 

Beat You always ^d with a jade’s trick ; 1 know 
you of dd. 

D. Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonatc^ — signior 
Ckudia and signior Benedick, — ^my dear friend Leo- 
nato hM invited you all. I tell him we shall stay 
at the least a month ; and he heartily prays some oc. 
cttsion may detain us loiter : I dare swear he is no 
hypoorite^ but prays from & heart 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not ^ fo^ 
sworn*— liOt me bid you welcome, my lord : being iw 
coOcfled to die prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 
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D, Johm. 1 thanlc you : 1 am not of many 
but 1 thank ymn 

Xaon. Please it your grace lead onf 
JO* Pedro» Tour band) Leonato ; we will go togedier* 
[Exeunt all but Bxnb. md OjlUD* 
Chud, Benedick) didst thou note the dau^^ter of 
slgnior Iieonato? 

Bene, 1 noted her not : but I looked on her. 

Claud, 1$ she not a modest young lady f 
Bene, Do you question me as an hanest man ihonld 
do, for my simple true judgment ; or would you have 
me sp^ afler my custom, as being a profess^ tyrant 
to their sex t 

Claud, NO) I pray thee, speak in sober jud^ent 
Bene, Why, r faith, methinks she ’s too low for a 
high praise, too brown for a fait praise, and too little for 
a gre^ praise : only this commendation I can aflbrd 
lier : that were she other than she is, she were unhand- 
some; and being no other but as she is, I do not like 
her. 

Claud, Thou thinkest I am in sport ; I pay tliee, 
tell me truly how thou likest her. 

Bene, Would you buy her, that you inquire ailer berf 
Claud, Can the world buy such a jewel t 
Bene, Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak you 
tills with a sad brow ? or do you play the luting Jade \ 
to tell us Cupid is a good hare4^er, and Vulcan a 
rare carpenter f « Come, in what key sh^ a man take 
you, to go in the song? ^ 

Claud, In mine eye she is the sweetest lady dmt ever 
I l<K^on. 

*• Benediek is laughing at CUndio for bis love el fisro^ 
which indeed he still icaroely ereditt. He asks hl»-^' 
ywithis with asad hmw are you tedous in yoor patnw i 

or are yon doutia^ or mockins ut,^as though yon waie to say 
that CupWh the Wowf god, haa me hmeUMoM to a hxta,|^ 
tiukt Valcfua, the mm, is a rare earpenierf 
* Thjoiainlheeoiig. 
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Bene, 1 cun tee yet wi^unit tpectaclet, and I tee no 
mch matter : there ’g her cousin, an she were not pos- 
tened with a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty as the 
first of May dofii the last of December. But I ho^je you 
have no intent to turn husband ; have you f 

Clmtd, I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
•worn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Sene, Is ’t come to this, i’ faith ? Hath not the 
world one man but he will wear his cap with suspicion ? 
Shall I never see a bachelor of three-score again! Go 
to^ r faith : an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a 
yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. Look, 
don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Peuiio. 

D, Pedro, What secret hath held you here, that you 
followed not to Leonato’sf 

Bene, I would your grace woujd constrain me to tell. 

D, Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene, You hear, count Claudio : 1 can be secret as 
a dumb man, 1 would have you think so ; but on my 
allegiance,— mark you this, on my allegiance : — He is 
in love. With who ?— now that is your grace’s part— 
Mark, how short his answer is With Hero, Leonato’s 
short daughter 

Clavd. If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene, Like the old tale, my lord : it is not go, nor 
’t was not so j but, indeed, God forbid it should be so.'* 

Chud. If my passion change not shortly, God forbid 
it i^vdd be otherwise. 

Dk Pedro. Amen, if you love her j for the lady is 
v«y well worthy. 

hkiMd, Yon speak fiiis to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro, Py my troth, I speak my thought 

Cimd, And m faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

And by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I 
ipokfiinine. 
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Claud, Ht&t I love beT| I fed. 

jD. Pedro, That she is wortiijr, X know. 

Bene, That I neither bow the ihoold be lored^ 
nor know bow should be worthy, is the pinion tbd 
fine cannot melt o«t of me ; 1 die in it at the 
stake. 

D. Pedro, Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in the 
despite of beauty. 

Claud, And never could maintain hit part but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene, That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most humble 
thanks ; but that I wm have a techeat * winded in my 
fordiead, or hang my bugle in an invisible baldrick,^ 
all women shall pardon me: Because I will not^^ 
them the wrong to mistrust any, I will do myself the 
right to trust none ; and the ^ is, (for the which 1 
may go die finer, J I will live a bachelor. 

jD. Pedro, I sliall see thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my 
lord ; not with love ; prove that ever 1 lose mote blood 
with love tlian I will ^ again with drinking:, pick out 
mine eyes with a ballad-makeris pen, and hang me up 
at the door of a brothehhouse, for the sign m blind 
Cupid. 

i). Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from thbfeith 
thou wilt prove a notable argument 

Bene, u 1 do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and 
riioot at me; and he that hits me let him be clapp^ m 
the shoulder and called Adam.^ 

D. Pedro, Well, as time shall try : 

^ In time the savage Imll dcAh bear thf yoke/* 

* hnntsmiui’t sots to recall the hotrads. 

^ SalMok^ belt • TkeJke^heeoeii^^iBhm 

* In aUttsuiii to the old archer of ballad 
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The savage bull may; but if ever tliis sensible 
Beoediok bear it, pluck off the bull’s boms and set them 
in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted ; and in 
such great letters as they write, ^ Here is good horse to 
hire,'’ let them signify under my sign, — ‘‘Here you 
may see Benedick the married man.” 

Claud, If this should ever happen thou wouidst be 
hmn-mad. 

p, Pedro. Nay, if Cupid diave not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too tlien. 

Z). Pedro. Well, you will temporiie with the hours. 
In the mean time, good signior Benedick, repair to 
Leonato’s ; commend me to him, and tell Wm I wiil 
not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, he hath made great 
prttjaration. 

Bene. 1 have almost matter enough in me for sudi 
an embassage ; and so I commit you — 

Claud, To tuition of God : From my bouse, (if 
Ihadit)- 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend, 
Benedick. 

Bene, Nay, mock not, mock not ; The body of your 
discourse is sometime guarded • witli and the 

guards are but slightly basted on neither : ere you flout 
old ends any furdier,^ examine your conscience; and 
so I leave you. [ExU Bm<s. 

Claud, My liege, your highness now may do me 
good 

D* Pedro, My love is thine to teach ; teach it but 
how, 

And thou shalt see bow apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud, Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

* <Na»Hfc(l--4ritnmed, as with gnardt on apparel, 

old eiuU flouted at were die ^ug'Windml conclii,siim8 of 
prints letieri. 
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D. Pedrv, No child but Hero, ihe h» only heir : 
Dolt thoa Affect her, Claudio 9 
ClaueL 0 my lord, 

Wh^ you went onward on thU ended actum, 

Z looked upon her with a soldier'i eye, 

That lik'd, but had a rougher task in hand 
ISum to diive liking to the name of lore : 

But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how ffiir young Hero is, * 

Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words ; 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 

And I will break with her ; land with her father, 

And thou shalt have her :] Was 't not to this end 
That thou begann’st to twist so fine a story! 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 

That know love's grief by his complexion ! 

But lest my liking might too sudckn seem, 

1 would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than 
the flood! 

The fairest grant is the necessity : 

Look, what wUl serve is flt : is once,* thou lovest ; 
And I wiU fit thee with the remedy. 
t know we shall have revelling t<Hiight j 
I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

Ai^ tell faxt Hero 1 am Claudio ; 

And m her bosom I 'll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner wi& the force 
And strong ^counter of mv amorous tale t 
Then, after, to her fhther will I break j 
And, the concluiion is, die diall be thme i 
1^ practice let us put it presently. 

• Onos— occe fior aU, 



Senfia II., IIL] «UCH Am ABOUT NOTHING. 287 
SCENE II.— .4 Room in Leonsto • Home. 

>/ 

Enter Lkonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother ? Where is my cousin, youi 
•on? Hath lie provided diis music f 

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I can 
tell you news that you yet dreamt not of. 

Leon, Are they good 1 

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but tliey have a good 
cover ; they show well outward. The prince and count 
Claudio, walking in a tliick-pleach^ alley in my 
orchard, were thus overheard by a man of mine : The 
jirince discovered to Claudio that he loved mjr niece, 
jrour daughter, and meant to acknowledge it this night 
m a dance j and, if he found her accordant, he meant to 
take the present time by the top, and instantly laeak 
with you of it. 

Lem. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow ; I will send for him, and 
question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no; we will hold it as a dream, till it 
appear itself but 1 will acquaint my daughter withah 
that she may be die better prepared for an answer, if 
peiadventure this be true, bro you, and tell her of it 
[Sewul pereone cross the Cousins, you know 

what you have to do. — 0, 1 cry you mercy, friend : go 
vou with me, and I will use your skill irood cousin, 
have a care tliis busy time. [Exeunt. 

SCENE lTl.^^Another Room in Leonato s House. 

Enter Don John and Conrade. 

Con. What die good year, my lord I why aie you 
thu# out of measure sad ? 

Dt John, There is no measure in the occasion dut 
d^ore the sadness is without limit 

Oon. You should hear reason. 

^ Vot, lit 


s 
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D* John. And when 1 Imve beard it, wbat bles^ng 
bringeth itf 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient fuifetanoe# 

D. John. 1 wonder that diou, being (as dion say'st 
thou art) horn under Saturn, goest ab^t to apply a 
moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot aide 
what I am : 1 must be sad wlien 1 have cause, and 
smile at no man's jests ; eat when 1 have stomach, and 
wait for no man s leisure ; sleep when I am drowsy, and 
tend on no man's business *, laugh- when I am merry, 
and claw no man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the fall show ol 
this, till you may do it without (tontrolment. You have 
of late st^ out against your brother, and he hath ta'en 
ytm newly into his grace ; where it is impossible yon 
sliould take root, but by the fair weather tliat you make 
yourself : it is needful that you frame the season for 
your own harvest. 

D. John. 1 had ratlier he a canker* in a hedge than a 
rose in his grace ; and it better Bts my blood to be die* 
dained of all tlian to fasliion a carriage to rob love liom 
any t in this, though I cannot be said to be a flattering 
honest man, it must not be denied tliat I am a plain* 
dealing villain. I am trusted with a muzzle, and tn- 
franchised with a clog ; therefore 1 have decr^ not to 
•ing in my cage : If I bad my mouth I would bite-; if 
I had my liberty 1 would do my liking : in the mean 
time, let me be that I am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent t 

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. Who 
comet here f What news, Borackiof 

Junior Boraciiio. 

Bora> I came yonder from a great suppa* ; the prince, 
yw brother, it royally entertained by LeouatO'; and I 
can give you intelligence of an intended maztu^ 

• OflaifcwMhe dorrost* 
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B, Jckn* Will it ierve for any model to build mis- 
chief m t Wfaat ia he for a fool that betrotlia himself 
to unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand. 

D. Johfi. Who I tlie most exquisite Claudio f 

Bora. Even he. 

p. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who t 
which way looks heY 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and liek of 
Leonato. 

Z). John. A very forward Ikjarch^chick ! How came 
you to this Y 

Bom. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
smoking a musty room, comes me tlie prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad * conference : 1 whipt be- 
hind the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, that the 
rwince should woo Hero for himself, and having obtained 
ner give her to count Claudio. 

Z)» John. Come, come, let us thitlier ; this may prove 
fbod to my displeasure : that young start-up hath all 
the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross him any way 
I bless myself every way : You are both sure, and will 
assist me Y 

Con* To the death, my lord. 

B. John. Let us to the great supper : iheir cheer is 
the greatw that I am subdued ; ’Would the cook were 
of my mind !— Shall we go prove what 's to be done ? 

Bora. We 11 wait upon your lordahij). [JSxcta*/. 

ilW— serious. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE 1 . — A Hall in Leonato*« House* 

Enter Lkonato, Antonio, Hbro, Bbatrics, emd 
otiiers* 

Leon. Waa not count John here at supper f 

Ant. I saw liim not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman loolctl 1 nercr 
can see him but I am heartbumed an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy dispositimi. 

Beat. He were an excellent man that were made 
ju|t in the mid-way between him and Benedict ; tlw 
me is too like an image) and says nothing ; and 
other too like my lady’s eldest son, evermore tattling.^ 

Leon. Then half signior Benedick’s tongue in count 
Jc^’s mouth, and half count John’s melancholy in 
signior Benedick’s face,-^ 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, unclc^ and 
money enough in his purse, such a man would win any 
woman in the world, — if he could get her good-will. 

Lem. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee A 
, husband if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In fiiith, she ’s tod curst. 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen 
God’s sending that way : for it is said, “ God sends a 
curst cow short honis tmt to a cow too curst he sends 
none. 

Leon. So, by being too curst God will send you no 
boms* 

Beat Just, if be send me no husband ; for the wh^ 
blessing I am at him upon my knees every moroai^ and 
evenmg *, Lord ! I could not endure a busbar^ wdh A 
beard on bb ikee i I had rather lie in the wOfdlen^ ' 
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Leon» You may light ujjon a husband that hath no 
beard* 

Bmt What should I do with him ? dress him in my 
apparelj and make him my waiting-gentlewoman 1 He 
that hath a beard is more tlian a youth ; and he that 
hath no beard is less than a man : and he that is more 
thim a youth is not for me ; and he that is l^s than a 
man I am not for him : Therefore I will even take six- 
in earnest of the bearward, and lead his apes into 

Leon, Well, then, go you into bell? 

Beat, No ; but to the gate ; and there will the devil 
meet me, like an old cuckold, with boms on his head, 
and say, “ you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to 
heaven ; here ’s no place for you maids so deliver 
1 up mv apes, and away to saint Peter; for the 
heavens, he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there 
live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant, Well, niece, \to Hero] I tnist you will be 
ruled by your father. ' 

Beat, Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to make 
conr^y, and say, “As it please you — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else make 
anq^lher courtesy, and say, “ Father, as it please me.” 

Leon, Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted 
with,a husband. 

Beat, Not till God make men of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over- 
tnastered with a piece of valiant dust? to make ao 
eouui of her life to a clod of wayward marl? No, 
tmcle, 1 11 none ; Adam's sons are my brethren ; and 
truly I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon, Daughter, remember what I told you ; if the 
prittce do solicit you in that kind, you Imow your 
answer. 

. ^]ieai. The ihult will be in the music, cousin, you 
be not wooed in good time: if the prince be too im* 



m mmi ADO ABQVT NommB* {sotB, 

portant,* tell him th«e is measure m eferythhig, astd ae 
oaoce out the answer.^ For hear m& Hero ; Woorngp 
wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure, 
and a cinque-pace : the first suit is hot and hasty, like a 
Scotcli jig, and full as fantastical ; the wedding, man* 
nerly-modcst, as a measure full of state and ancientry ; 
and then comes repentance, and, with his bad legs, falls 
into die cinque*pace faster and faster, till he sink Into 
his grave. 

Lson, Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle; I can see a church 
by daylight. 

JLstm. The revellers are entering, brotlier; make 
good room. 

BuferDoN Pedro, Ci.auuio, Benedick, Bai^thazar; 

Don John, Borachio, Mahqahet, Ursula, and 

others, masked, 

D- Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend? 

Eero' So you walk softly, and look sweetiy, and say 
nothing^ I am yours for the walk ; and, especially, when 
I walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company? 

Hero. 1 may say so when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for God defend • 
the lute should be like the case ! 

D* Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof ; within the 
house IS Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor should be tliatch’d. 

JD. pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[Takee her adde^ 

• Unporttinale. 

^ Hu toehokad meaniuaof meantrs, a ptrUottlarwriof dsuos, 
is here {dayed upon. Beatrice’s own deaoripUoQ of thaldsiiML 
*^fhU td state ana anolentry,” U the most chsraeteiiitie scttoaut 
we hive of it 

* 00niMox\AA. 
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BetM. Well, I would you did like tne. 

Mtrg, So would not I, for your own sak**, for 1 h&ve 
many ill qualities. 

£^ne* WWch is one f 

I iij my prayers aloud. 

Bme, I love you tlie better ; the bearers may cry, 
Amen% 

Merff» Gbd match me with a good dancer ! 

Balth, Amen. 

Marg, And God keep him out of my sight when the 
dance is done ! — Answer, clerk. 

Bakh, No more words ; the clerk is answered. 

Ut8, I know you well enough j you are signior An- 
tonio. 

Ant, At a word, I am not, 

Urs, I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant, To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs, You could never do him so ill-well, imless ym 
were the very man : Here ’s his dry bandmp and down j 
you are he, you are he. 

Ant, At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Com^ come ; do you think I do not know you 
by your excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itself! Go 
to, mum, you are he : graces will appear, and there • 
an end. 

Beat, Will you not tell me who told you so ! 

Bene, No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat Nor will you not tell me wlio you are! 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat* That 1 was disdainful,— and that I bad my 
good wit out of the ‘Hundred merry Tales j’— Well, 
this was siraior Benedick that said so. 

Bme, What ’she? 

Boot I am sure you know him well enough. 

Not I, bdieve me. . 

Did he never make you laugh V 

Jlime, 1 pray you, what is he! 
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Sffoi. Why, he is the jirince’s jester : a very dull 
fod; only his gift is in devising impossible slanders : 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the coUHnenda- 
timi is not in his wit but in his villainy; for he both 
pleasdh men and angers them, and then they laugh at 
him and beat him : 1 am sure he is in die fleet; I would 
he had boarded* me. 

JSene. Wlien 1 know the gentleman, I 'll tell him 
what you say. 

Beof. Do, do ; he 11 but break a comparison or ta'O 
on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or not lauglwl 
at, strikes him into melancholy ; and then there ’s a 
partridge' wing saved, for the foul will eat no supper that 
night uMm.] We must fallow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if tliey lead to any ill, I will leave them 
at the next turning. [Dance. TAen exetmt all 

hui Don John, Boka., and Claud. 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and 
bath withdrawn tier father to break with him about it : 
f he ladies follow her, and but one visor remains. 

Bora. And tliat is Claudio: 1 know him by bis 
bearing. 

D. John. Are not you signior Benedick ! 

Claud. You know me well ; I am be. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother in 
Ms love i be is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you dis- 
suade hik firom her, she is no equal for his birth : you 
may (lo tl^epart of an honest man in it 

Viand. jHow know you he loves her ? ‘ 

D. John* 1 heard him swear liis aflection. 

Bora* So did I too ; and he swore he would tnarty 
hertMiight 

D* John. Come, let us to the banquet* 

TBcctmf Do}4 

Thus answer t in name of Benedick* ,1 . 

• Joardsd-eccoittti* 
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But these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 

T is <yertain so;— the pincc woos for himself, 
Frien^hip is constant in all other things, 

Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Tbereffire, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 

Let every eye negotiate for itself, 

And trurt no agent : for beauty is a witch, 

Agai^ whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proo^ 

Which I mistrusted not : Farewell, therefore, Hero ? 

Re-enter BfiNKUicK, 

Bme. Count Claudio J 
daud. Yea, the same. 

Bme, Come, will you go with mef 
Claud Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own busi- 
oesn, count What fashion will you wear the garland 
off About your neck, like an usurer s cJiain ?• or un* 
der your arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf? You must 
wear it one way, foivtlie prince liatli got your Hero. 
Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bme. Why, tliat ’s spoken like an honest drover; m 
they sell bullocks. But did you think the prince would 
have served you thus ? 

Claud. I ^y you leave me. 

Bme. Hoi now you strike like the blind man ; ’t was 
the boy that stole your meat, and you ’ll beat the post. 
Claud. If it will not I ’U leave you. lEzit, 
Bme. Alas! poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep 
nato sedges. But that my lady Beatrice should know 
toAand not know me I The prince s fool !— Ha, it may 
be I go under that title, because 1 am merry, — Yea; 
but jo; lam apt to do myself wrong: 1 am not so 
it is the base though bitter disposition of 
^ mrer^i lAois-thft oroaraent of a a-eaUhv cWjcen Or 
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Bettrice, tliat puts the world hito her perscm, and so 
pm me out Well, 1 11 be revenged as I may. 

Renter Don Pbdro. 

D. Pedro, Now, signior, where ’s tike count ; Did you 
•66 him t 

Bern. Troth, my lord, I have olayed the pert of lady 
Fame* 1 found him here as melancholy as a lodge m 
a wamn ; 1 told him, and I think told him true, that 
yoUr grace had got the will of this young lady ; and I 
offered him my company to a willow-tree, either to 
make him a garland, as ^ing forsaken, or to bind him 
a rod, as being worthy to be whinued. 

D. Pedro, To be whipped] Wliat ’s hb fault t 

Bene. The flat transgression of a schooll^oy, who, 
being oveijoyed with finding a bird’s nest, shows it bb 
companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro, Wilt thou make a trust a transgreMion ? 
The tiansgressicm b in the stealer. 

Bene, Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been 
made, and the garland too; for the garland he might 
have worn himself ; and the rod he might have bestowed 
on you, who, as 1 take it, have stolen hb bird's nest 

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restore 
them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
iiith, you say honestly. 

Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you ; 
the gentleman that danced with her told ^r she b much 
wro^ed ^ you. 

Mem, 0, she misused me past the endurance of a 
bbxdt i an oak, but witb me greai leaf on It, would 
have answered her ; my very vbor began to assume life 
smd scold with her : She told me, not thinking 1 had 
bem myselfl that I was the prince’s Jester, and; that 1 
was duller than a great thaw; huddli^ jert 
with such impossible conveyance xvpoa me, that I staed 
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like a man at a mark, witii a whole anxiy shootbg at 
me : She speaks ponia^ and every word stabs ; it' her 
breath were as terrible as her terminations, there were 
no living near her ; she would infect to the north star. 
I would not marr} her though she were endowed with 
all that Adam had left him ^fore he transgiessed : 
would have made Hercules have turned rait ; yea, and 
have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not 
of her ; you shall find her the infernal At6 in good ap- 
parel. I would to God some scliolar would conjure 
her i for, certainly, while she is here, a man may live 
as quiet in hell as in a sanctuary ; and people sin upon 
purpose because they would go thither 5 so, indeed, all 
disquiet, horror, and perturbation follow her. 

Rt^enier Claudio, Beatriob, Leonato, arid Hero. 

D, Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service to 
the world's end I I will go on the slightest errand now 
to the antipodes, that you can devise to send me on j 1 
will fetch you a toothpicker now from tiie farthest inch 
of Asia; brin^ you tlie length of Prester Johns foot; 
fktch you a hair off the great Cham's beard ; do you any 
embassage to the Pigmies,— rather tlian hold three 
words’ c^erence with this harpy ; You have no em- 
ployment for me ? 

I). Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene, 0 God, sir, here 's a dish 1 love not ; 1 cannot 
endure my lady Tongue. [ISanY. 

i), Pedro. Come, lady, comej you have lost the 
heart of slgnior Ben^ck. 

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while; and 1 
gave him u»e for it~a double heart for a single one : 
marry, once before be won it of me with fidse dice, 
thpmhre your grace may well say I have lost it 
rip, Peatii, You hare put liim down, lady, you have 
^ttnm dowm 
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Bmt. So I would not be should do me, my le*t 
1 riuHild prove the mother of fuolt. I have btou^ 
count Claudio, whom you seat me to seek* 

D. Pedrc, Why, how now, count? wherefow are ymi 
•ad? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

Z). Pedro. How then ? Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, 
nor well; but civil, count; civH as an orange, and 
•omedung of that jealous complexion. 

J3. Pedro. T faith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true; though 1 11 be swom, if he be so, his amceit is 
fidse. Here, Claudio, 1 have wooed in thy name, and 
ftnr Hero is won ; I have broke with hw father, and his 
good will obtained: name the day of marriage, and 
Sod give dice joy ! 

l^on. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes; his grace hath made die match, and aB 
grace say Amen to it ! 

Bbat. %)eak:, count, *t is your cue. 

Claud. Siltmce is the perfectest herald of joy : I were 
but little happy if I could say how much. ' liOdy, as 
you are mine, I am yours : I give away myself fw you, 
a»d dote ixpoa the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, itop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak neither. 

D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart 

Beat. Yea, my lord, I thank it ; |K)or fool, it^'kee^ 
'cO dto windy side of care : — My cousin tells him in mi 
ear that be is in her heart 

Claud. And so she dodi, cousin. 

Seat Good lord, for alliance l^Thus goes every one 
to l4w wwld but I, and I am simburned ;* I may |tt 
in a comer, and cry, heigh-ho ! for a huihand. 

• j^iahspeve, to ‘ All’s Well that Well,’ bfti 
flmise toj&te tkeunrid u the setue of being mtirried* 7^:3^ 
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D* Pedro. I^ady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father s get* 
ting : Hath your grace ne’er a brother like you ? Youi 
fSatber got excellent hugbands, if a maid could come by 
dtem. 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady^ 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have anod^er for 
working-days ; your grace is too costly to wear every 
day ; But, I beseech your grace, pardon me ; I was bom 
to ipeak all mirth, and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to be 
meriy best becomes you ; for, out of queaticm, you were 
bom in. a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried j but then 
there was a star danced, and under diat was I bom.— 
Cousqip, God give you joy ! 

Niece, will you look to those things I told 

you of? 

Beof. I cry you mercy, uncle — By your grace’s 
pardon. ^ [Exit Bbat. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There ’s little of the melancholy element in 
her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she sleeps; 
and not ever sad then ; for I have heard my daughter 
•ay she hath often dreamt of unhappiness, and waked 
herself with lausrhing, 

JD. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a hus- 
band, 

Leon. 0, by no means ; she mocks all her wooers 
oat of suitj 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife ft)r B®edick. 

Leon. 0 Lord, my lord, if they were but a week 
naitied they would talk themselves mad. 

JO. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to 
idnirchf 

Ciemd. To-morrow, my lord ; Time goes on crutches 
dQ XiOra have all his rm 
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Lem, Not till Monday, my dear whicli ^ lunca 
ft joat seren-rnght ; and a time too brief too, to bftire all 
thmga answer mind. 

D, Pedro, Come, you shake the bead at » l(]aog m 
breathing ; but I warrant thee, Claudio, the time rimll 
not go dully by ua ; I will, in the interim, undertake 
one of Hercules’ labours; which is, to hi^ si^ior 
Benedick and the lady J^trice into a mountain of 
adection, the one witli the other. I would fain ha?e it 
a match ; and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you 
three will but minister such assistance as 1 riiall gire 
you direction. 

Leoii. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten 
nights" watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D, Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Bero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to help 
my cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not tlie unbopefuUeet 
husband that 1 kiiow : thus far can I praise him ; he is 
of a noble strain,* of approved ?alour, and coniSnned 
honesty. I will teach you how to humour your cousin, 
that she shall fall in love with Benedjck : — and I, with 
your two helps, will so practise on Benedick, that, in 
despite of his quick wit and bis queasy stomach, be 
ibafl fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do tins, 
Cupid is no longer an archer ; his glory shall be OUWU 
for we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and i 
will tell you my drift [jEwimA 

$CENE ll.-^-'Anoiher Room in LeonatoV House. 
Enter Don John ond Bobaohio. 

, E* John, It is so; the count Claudio W1 maaqf; 
ffie daughter of Leonato. / 

Bora, Yea, my lord, but I can ewes it 

• iioeags. 
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i>» Any bar, any cross, any im|)ediment wiU 
be medicinable tome : lam sick in displeasure to him*, 
and whatsoerer comet athwart his atifection, ranges 
erenly with mine. How canst thou cross this marriage? 

Bora* Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly that 
no dishonesty shall appor in me. 

D* John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. 1 think I told yoiu lordship, a year since, how 
much I am in the favour of Margaret tiie waiting* 
goatlewoman to Hero. 

D, John, I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of tlie 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber- 
window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of this 
marriage? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Go 
you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell him, 
that he bath wronged his honour in marrying tlie re- 
nowned Claudio (whose estimation do you mightily 
hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a one as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall 1 make of that? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prihce, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill lieonato: Look you 
for any other issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
anytomg. 

jB^a. Qt> then, find me a meet hour to draw don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell drern that 
you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of seal 
bodi to the prince and Claudio, as — in a love of yoiu 
btotheris honour, who hath made this match ; and hiS 
friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozened Ufith 
s^blince of A maid, — that you have discovered 
thuA Th^ will scarcely believe this without trial: 
Aot instances j which shall bear no lees Iflcdi* 
'lhan to see me at her chamber-window; hear me 
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«all Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret term meClaiKiloj 
and hring ttem to see this, tlie very night before tbe m- 
tended wedding : for, in the mean time, I will to &stdoai 
the diat Hero shall be absent ; and there shall 

appear such seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty, that 
j^iousy shall be called assurance, and all the prepara- 
tion overthrown. 

D. John, Grow this to wliat adverse issue it can, I 
will put it m practice : Be cunning in the working this, 
and thy iee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be thou constant in the accusation, and my 
cunning shall not shame me. 

i>* John, I will presently go learn their day of mar- 
riage. [ExmU, 


SCENE III.-~Leonato> Garden, 

Enter Bbnbdick and a Boy. 

Bewe. Boy! 

Boy, Signior, 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that j— but 1 would have thee hence, 
and here again. \Exit Boy.]— I do much wonder that 
one man, seeing how much another man is a fool when 
he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he Hath 
laughed at such shallow follies in others, become the 
argument of his own scorn, by falling in love : And 
such a man is Claudio. I have known when there was 
no music with him but the drum and the fife; and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the piw : I have 
known when he would have walked tm afeo^ to 
•ee a good armour; and now will he lie ten 
awak^ carving the fhshion of a new doublet He 
wont to speak plain, and to the tmrpofe^ like an 
man and a soldier ; and now is he turnedeWltogii^^ 
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bis words are a very fantai^cal banquet, just so many 
strange dishes. May I be to converted, and see with 
4es© eyes 1 I cannot tell j I think not : I will not be 
swmn but love may transform me to an oyster; but 
1 11 take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of 
11 % be shall neva: make me such a fool. One woman 
is fair ; yet I am well : another is wise ; yet I am well : 
another virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces be 
in one woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. 
Rich she shall be, that s certain; wise, or 1 11 none; 
virtuous, or I ’ll never cheapen her ; fair, or 1 11 never 
look on her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not 
I for an angel ; of good discourse, an excellent musi- 
cian, and her hair shall be of what colour it please 
Gb)d. Ha! tlie prince and monsieur Love! 1 will 
hide me in the arbour. [WithdraMst 

Enter Don Pburo, Leonato, and Claudio. 

D. Pedro* Come, shall we hear this music? 

Claud, Yea, my good lord : — How still the evenmg is, 
As hoshM on purpose to grace harmony ! 

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself? 

Claud. 0, very well, my lord ; the music ended, 

We ’ll fit the kid fox with a pennywoith. 

Enter Balthazar, loith music, 

i>. Pedro. Gome, Balthazar, we ’ll hear that song 
win. 

Balth, 0 good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To altoder music any more than once. 

D, Pedro, It is the witness still of excellency, 

To |»ut a stra^ face on his own perfection 
X pmy thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Because you talk nf wooing, I will sing : 
wny a wooer doth commence his suit 
to to be thito not worthy; yet he woo* ; 
he swear, he loves. 
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D Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ; 

Or, ^ thou wilt hold lunger argument, 

Do it in notes. 

BiM. Note this before my notes, 

There 's not a note of mine that s worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks j 
Note notes, forso^h, and noting ! [Mmo, 

Bme. Now, Divine air!” now is his soul ravished! 
—Is it not strange that sheep’s guts should hale louli 
out of nwn*8 bodial— Well, a horn for my money, 
when all 's done. 

Balthazah sings. 

I. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more; 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shorn ; 

To one thing constant never 
Tlwo sigh not sOi 
But let them go, 

And be you blithe and bonny ; 

Couveiting all yonr sounds of woe 
Into, Hey uonny bonny. 

a. 

Sing XH3 more dittiee, sit»g no mo 
Ctf dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men Was ever to, 

Since summer first was leavy. 

Then sigh not so, he. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good sung. 

BaUh. And an ill singer, my lord. 

\ B. Pedro. Ha? no; no, forth ; thou lingeit wdl 
enough for a ihift. 

Bme. [jisiefo. j An he had been a dog that MiouH 
have bow&l thus, they would have han^ hiim i and 
I pray ^God ins had voice bode no mischief! 1 had «i 
M have hesjrd the night^aven, come what plagtthoofidd 
hara oome after it 

Pedro. Tea, marry ^ [fo CaattBio.j^lMdiai 
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hear, Baltliaiarf I pray thee, get ussome excellent 
muiic ; for to-morrow night we wotdd have it at the 
lady Hero’s chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I «in, ray lord. 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [Exit Biii.TRiizAB.] 
Come hither, Leonato ; What was it you told me of to- 
day f that your niece Beatrice was in love with signior 
Benedick? 

Claud. 0, ay : — Stalk on, stalk on : the fowl sits. 
[Aside to Pedro.] 1 did never think that lady would 
have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful that 
ihe should so dote on signior Benedick, whom she hath 
in all outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is ’t possible ? Sits the wind in that comer? 

[Aside, 

Leon. By ray troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — it is past the infinite of thought 

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit 

Claud. Taith, like enough. 

Leon. 0 God ! counterfeit ! Ti»ere was never coun- 
terfeit of passion came so near tlie life of passion, as 
she disco\^rs it 

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. [Aside, 

Leon, What effects, my lonl ! Slie will sit you, — 
Y6u heard ray daughter tell you how. 

Claud, She did, indeed. 

i). Pediro.- How, how, I pray you ? You amase me t 
I would have thought her spirit had been invincible 
agaimt all assaults of affection. 

Xeon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; espe- 
titJly against Benedick. 

I should think this a gull, but that 
the wbitwardea fellow speaks it; knavery cannot, , 
hide himself in such reverence. ^ 
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Claud. He. batli ta'en the ii^ectloii ; hold it up. ]4$ide» 

1). Pedro, Hath she made her affection kiJowii to 
Benedick? 

Leon. No; and swears she never will: that her 
torment. 

Chud. 'Tis true, indeed; so your daugliier says: 
“Shall I, * «ay8 she, “ that have so oft. encountered him 
with scorn, write to him that I love him?“’ 

Leon, Tuts says she now when she is beginning to 
write to him : for she T1 be up twenty times a night : 
and there will she sit in her smock, till she have writ a 
sheet of l a 4jr:-^my daughter tells us alL 

Clam. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I remember 
a |Mretty jest your daughter told us of, 

Leon. 0 1 — When she had writ it, and was reading it 
over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet? 

Claud. That. 

Leon, 0 ! she tore tiie letter info a diou^d half* 
^ce;^ railed at herself, that she should be so immo* 
dest to write to one that she knew would flout her : “ 1 
measure him,” says she, “by my own spirit; for 1 
should flout iiini, if he writ to me ; yea, though 1 love 
Itirn, I should.” 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, 
beats her hearty tears her hair, prays, cuiiws -<‘0 
iwe^ Benedick ! God give me patience ! ” 

Leon. She doth, indeed ; my daughter says se: and 
the ecstacy hath so much overborne her, that my daugh- 
ter is sometime afeard she will do a desperate outrage 
to herself. It is very true. 

D. Pedro, it were good that Benedick knew, of it by 
some odier, if she will not discover it. 

• Aftrfhiiig, and perhaps a halfipmngt was used to 
any MiAft m^kle or divkion. So, Id the chuiactor m thi 
Trkw iaXlmtcerT Prologue to the ' Canterbury Taltor V 
That ift bine cuppe was no/ertihw •$»« 

Of grew, whan ^ dronkun haade kht drtiHgbi**V f 
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CW?. To what eod ? He would but make a sport 
of it, and tonnait the poor lady worse. 

i). Pejro. An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him : She ’s an excellmt sweet lady ; and, out of all 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

, Ciaud, And she is exceeding wise. 

Z>. Pedro. In everything, hut in loving Benedick. 
Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating in 
so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one that blood 
ha^ the victory. I am sorry for her, as I have just 
cause, being her uncle and her guardian. 

jD. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on 
me ; I would have daff’d all other respects, and made 
her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and 
hear what he will say. 

Leofi. Were it good, think you^ 

Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ; for ^ says 
she will die if he love her not ; and she will die ere she 
make her love known j and she will die if he woo her, 
rather than she will ’bate one breath of her accustomed 
crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make tender 
of her love ’t is very possible he ’ll scorn it : for the 
man, as you know all,^th a contemptible spirit 
Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D, Pedro. He hath, inde^ a good outward happiness. 
Claud. ’Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

D. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks that 
aw like wit 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant 
p. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the ma- 
naging of quarrels you may see he is wise j for either 
avoids them with great discretion, or undertakes 
ton with a christian-like fear. 

If he do fear God he must neceasarfly keep 
pe^ ; if bebre^ the peace he ought to enter intna 
with fear and trembling. 



106 If UCa A0O ABOUT NOTHtKO. 

D, Ptdro. And m wUl he do ; for the man do4i ftir 
God, howsoever it seons not in him, by Mane larg^^ 
be will make. Wdl, I am soi^ for your niece : iwiall 
we go tee Benedick, and tell him of her love ^ 

Claud. Nev& tell him, my lord } let her wear it out 
with good counsel* 

JLew. Nay, that ’« impossible; she may wear her 
heart out hrst 

D. Pedro. Well, we will bear further of it by your 
daughter. Let it-cool the while. I love Benedick well ; 
and 1 could wish he would modestly examine himself 
to see bow much be is unworthy to have so good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready* 

Chud. If he ^ not dote on her upon tins, 1 wiD 
iiev« trust my expectation. \Aiidc. 

D, Pedro. Let there be the sanie net spread mr h?; 
and that must your daughter and her gentlewoman 
carry. The sport will be, when they hold one an opi- 
nion of another's dotage, and no such matter ; that 's 
the scene that 1 would see, which will be merely a. 
dumb-show* Let us send her to call him in to dinner. 

[Aeide» 

[Exeunt D. Pedro, Claud., and Lsow* 
Bjunmica advances from the arbour. 

Bme. This can be no trick; The conference was 
sadly borne*— They have the truth of this iiom Hero. 
They seem to pity the lady ; it seems her afiections 
have their full bent Love me ! why, it must be re- 
sulted. 1 hear how I am censured ; they say X will 
hear myself pxmdly, if I pensive die love come fiom 
har j they say too, that she will rather die than five 
any «gn of affection.— I did never think to marry— 1 
mult not seem moud Happy are tliey that he« iheii 
deUictioD^ ana can put them to mendiitt* They 
dw lady is fair; *t is a truth, 1 can bear mem imMi; 
and virtuoui^H is so^ I caimot ie|m>ve4ti anA fleet 
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btit loving me s — By my troth, it is no addition to 
her wit jr-nor no great argument of her folly, for 1 will 
be hoHfibly in love with her. — I may chance have some 
odd <|airks and remnants of wit broken on me, because 
1 have railed so long against mairiage : But doth not 
the appetite alter f A man loves the meat in his youth 
diet M cannot endure in his age : Shall qtiips, and 
sentences, and these ])ap^ bullets of the brain, awe a . 
man from the career of bis humour ? No : The world 
must be peopled When 1 said I would die a bachelor, 
I did not mink 1 should live till I were married.—* 
Here comes Beatrice : By this day, she ’s a fair lady : 1 
do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Seal Against my will, I am sent to bid you come 
in to dinner. 

Bewe. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your ])am8. 

Seat, 1 (ook no more pains for those thatiks, than you 
tale pains to thank me if it had been painful I would 
have come. 

Sene, You take pleasure, then, in the message ? 

Seal Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife's point, and choke a daw withal : — You have no 
stomach, tignior ; fare you well. 

SeM, Sa ! ^ Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner" — there 's a double meaning in that. 
^ I took no more pains for those thanks, than you took 
pains to thank me" — toat 's as much as to say, Any 
pains that I take for you is as easy as, thanks : — ^If 1 do 
not take pity of her I am a villain ; if I do not love 
her I am a Jew : 1 will go get her picture. [Sett, 
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ACT III 

SCENE L — Lewiato’* Gnrdcfi. 

Enter H»»o, Marouiet, and Ursula. 

Hero, Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour 5 
Hicre shalt thou find ray cousin Beatrice 
Preying with the prince and Claudio : 

Whisper her ear, and tell lier, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say^ that thou overbeard’st us j 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 

Where honeysuckles, rip^ d by the sun, 

Fodhid the sun to enter ; — ^like fevourites. 

Made proud by princes, that advance tlieir pride 
Aga^t that power that bred it j — there will she bide her, 
To listen our purp^ : * 'Riis is thy office, 

Bear thee well in it, and leave us done4 

1 ’ll make her come, I warrant you, presaitly. 

Hero, Now, Ursula, wlien Beatrice dotli com^ 

As we do trace this alley up and down. 

Our talk must only l>e of Benedick : 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is tick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is Btde Cupid’s ciafiy arrow made, 

Itud only' wounds by hearsay. Now begin \ 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look wlm Beatrice, like a lapwing, rune 
doM fay the gromid, to hear our oosdemim, 

e enA pnpote, have the same iDaaidn|r>->thal^|til^ 

eersittoa. 
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Uh. The pleasantest angling is to see the fish 
Cat with her golden pws die silver stream, 

And greedily devour the toeacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose no- 
thing 

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[They-advance to the bower. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 

1 know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock.*^ 

Un, But are you sure 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Bero, So says the prince, and mv new-trotherl lord. 
IJrs, And did they bid you tell her of it, madam f 
Bero, They did entreat me to ac(^aint her of it ; 

But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 

To wini him wrestle with affection. 

And never to let Beatrice know of it 

Un. Why did you sot Doth not the gentleiuan 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Eero. 0 God of love ! I know he doth descn e 
As much as may be yielded to a man i 
But Nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of mouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 

Dt»ain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
MuQarising^ what they look on : and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
AH matter else seems weak ; she cum^oi love, 
take no sha^ nor project of affection, 

5^ Is so edf-endeared. 

Prs, Sure, I think so i 

f The heg^anri was a wdd and nnwioial tpeoies o| hawk. 

" ^ Jfu^jrMa^a&dervaluing. 
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Ajid tiierefbre, certa]nly> it were not good 
She knew hie love, lest ^ make ipott at it* 

Mmf. Why, you speak truth; X never yet ww 
man, 

How wise, how noble, young, how rardy featured!, 

But she would spell him backward ; if fair Wd, 

^ would swear the gentleman should be her sister ^ 

If black,^ why, Nature, drawing of an antic, 

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill*headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut : 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So toms she every man the wrong side out ; 

And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Ur$, Su^ sure, such carping is not commendable. 
Hiro. No ; not to be so (xld, and from all lashians, 
As JBeatrice is, cannot be commendable ; 

But who dare tell her so f If I should speak, 

Site would mock me into air ; 0, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover’d lire, 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better death than die with mocks ; 

’ Whidh is as had as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it j hear what she will say 
^ Bero, No j rather I will go to Benedi^, 

And counsel him to dght against his passion : 

And, truly, I II devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with ; One doth not know 
Sow much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Ur$* 0, do not do your cousin such a wrotig. 

She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Haring so swift and excdlent a wit 
As sb k pric’d to have,) as to refuse 
Soime a getttlcshan as signior Benedick. 

* oppcMsd to fiiir i swsrthy. 
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H«P0* He is the onlj man of Italy 
Always excepted my dear Clandio. 

Ur$. I pray yw be not angry with me, madam. 
Shaking my femcy ; signior B^edick, 
for shape, ^ bearing, argument,* and valour, 

Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Bero, indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Un, His exc^ence did earn it, ere he had it 
When are you married, madam f 
^ Hero. Why, every day to-morrow : Come, go in ; 

I ’ll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel, 
Which u the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Or#. Sie ’s ta’en, I warrant you ; we have caught her, 
madam. 

Hero. If it proves so, then loving goes by haps : 

Some Cupid lulls with arrows, some with traps. 

[Exeunt Hero atid Ursula. 

Bbatrioe advances. 

Beat. What Are is in mine ears! Can this be true I 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contannt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives beliind the back of such. 

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 

If thou di^ love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band : 

For othew say thou dost deserve; and I 
BoHeve it better than reportingly. 

Scene H.—A Room in Leonato’# House, 

Brtter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 

liBONATO. 

D. Pedro. I do but stay tfll your marriage hi con- 
snnmiate, and then go I toward Armgon. 

* Aywwnf-HBonventtUott. 
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Claud, 1 *11 laing you asy l^d, if you 

vouchsafe me. 

D. Nay, that would be as great a soil in the 

new gW of your marriage, as to show a daild fait new 
coat, and forbid him to wear it I will only be bold 
with Benedick for his company ; from ^ mown 
di his bead to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth; be 
bath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bowstring, and the 
little hangman dare not shoot at him : he hath a heart 
as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper ; fur 
what his heart thinks his Umgue speaks. 

Bene, Gallants, 1 am not as 1 have been. 

Leon, So say I ; methinks you are sadder. 

Claud. 1 hope he be in love. 

X>, Pedro, Hang him, truant ; there ’s uo true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touched with love : if he be 
sad, be wants money. 

Bene. 1 have die touth-ach. 

V, Pedro. Draw it 

Bene, Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it afberwards. 

D. Pedro. What? sigh for the tootli^chl 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm ! 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but he 
that has it 

daud. Yet, say I, he is in love. 

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in lam, 
unlew it be a fancy * that he hath to strange oiMtidses ; 
as, te be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman tmhoiw 
row ; [or in the shape of. two countries at aA a 
German from the waist downward, ail tlopa; and a 
Spaniard firom the hip upward, ho doublet :1 Uolew 
he faaye a fancy to this fiioleiy, as it appears ne l^sth, 

* f^mey U here uted in a difTerent lenM from the Mgne Word 
whidt hufaedlately preoed« it— aititough ia tbsadwe td 

hm Is the eame eepmey in/ tht* tense of the iiidal|W^ of a 
)mum, ' 
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be if fio fool for fancy, as y^u would have it to appear 
he if. 

' Ctmid* If he be not in love with sorae woman, there 
If no believing old signs : he brushes his hat o’ morn- 
ings i What sl^ld tliat bodef 
Zb Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber’s ? 
Claxtd. No, but the barber’s man hath been seen with 
him j and the old ornament ^f his cheek hath already 
stulH tennis-balls.^ 

Leon, Indeed, be looks younger than he did, by the 
loss of a beard. 

D. Pedro. Nay, be ruhe himself with civet : Can 
you smell him out by that? 

Claud, That ’s as much as to say, The sweet ycfutli ’s 
in love. 

2), Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan* 
choly. 

Claud. And when was be wont to wash his facet 
D. Pedro. Yea, or to pint himself? for the whieh, 
I hear what tbi<^y say of him. 

Cldud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is now 
cr^ into a lutestring,'’ and now governed by stops. 

b. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him ; 
Conclude he is in love, 

Chud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant, one 
that knows him not 

Cloud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in despite 
all^ dies for him. 

JD. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face upwards 
Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. — Old 
tdghior, walk aside with me; 1 have studied eight or 

» Seveml of the old writers allude to the same emplcymaBt 
flf hair. 

^ His Joouiar wit is now employed in the Inditing of love- 
•Ofifi; ttwndly wcompauiod on the bite. The ♦* stops ** are ike 
ft^tsof the lute. 
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nm® wiae words to speak to you, wHick ttoff bobby 
bone* must jiot bear. [Exemt Buns. «md Lsoir. 

JO. Pedro. For my life, to break with him «jbbul 
Beatrice. 

Claud. T is even so: Hero and Biargaiet have by 
this placed their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two 
bears will not bite one another when they meet 

Enter Dow John. 

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

p. Pedro. Good den, brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would ^)eak wiA 
ywL 

D. Pedro. In private? 

P. John. If it please you ; — yet count Claudio may 
bear ; ^ what I would speak of concerns him* 

P, Pedro. What ’s the matter ? 

P. John. Means your lordship to he married to*wr* 
row? [roCtAVDio. 

D. Pedro. You know be does. 

P. John. I know not that, when he knows what 1 
know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you die* 
cover it 

P. John. You may think I love you not ; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that 1 now 
wiu manifest For my brother, I think, he holds you 
weB j and in dearness of heart hath holp to e0eot your 
ensumg marnag^ : surely, suit ill ipen^ and labour ill 
bestowed ! ^ 

D, Pedro. Why, what ’s the matter? 

P. Jidm. J came hither to tell you : and, oircnm* 
dtmm shortened, (for she hath been too long a talking 
oQ the lady is disloyal. 

Claud, W«>? Hero? ^ 

P.JohfuW^m shej Leonafo's Hero, 
every mirn^s Hero. 
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Ohud, DislojAll 

JD^ iohn. The word if too good to paint out W 
wiokedxum j I oould say she were worse ; think you of 
a woi*e titl^ and 1 will fit her to it Wonder not till 
further warrant : go but with me to-night, you shall see 
her i^amber-window entered] even the niglit before her 
wed^g^ay : if you love her tlien, ttMnorrow wed her; 
but it would better tit your honour to change your mind. 
0aud. May this be so 7 
D. Pedro. I will not think it 
jD. John, If you dare not trust that you see, confess 
not that yon know : if you will follow me, I will show 
you enough ; and when you have seen more, and heard 
more, proceed accordingly. 

Ciaitd. If I see anything to-night why I should not 
marry her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should 
wed, there will I shame hor. 

D. Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtain ber, I 
will job with thee to disgrace her, 

D, John, 1 will disparage ber no farther, till you are 
my witnesses : bear it colcUy but till night, and let be 
issue ihow itself. 

D* Pedro, 0 day untowardly turned ! 

Claud, 0 mischief strangely thwarting ! 

D. John, 0 plague ri^t well prevent^ I 
8o win you say wh^ you have seen the sequel. [ JSa:ewif. 

SCENE III.— A Street 
Enter Doobbrry and Vbroes, v)ith the Watch. 
Poffb. Are you good men and true! 

Very, Yea, or else it ware pity but tliey should suffer 
salvatum, body and soul. 

Doyb* Nay, bat were a punishment too good for 
beiQ, if they should have any allegiance m bem, being 
<bosen for be prince's watch. 

Fery. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog- 
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Dogb. First, who tliink you the most ilesartloM man 1 
to be constable f 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or Oegrge Sca(^l j for 
fliey can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighliour Seaooal : God tuith i 
blessed you with a gi^ name : to be a well-lkfoured 
roan is roe gift of fortune ; but to write and read comes 
by nature. 

3 Watch. Both which, master constable, 

JOogb. You have; I knew it would be your answer. ^ 
Well, for yotir favour, sir, why give God thanks, and 
moke no boast of it ; and for your writing and wading, 
let that ajjpear when there is no need of such vanity. 
You are thought here to be tlie roost senseless and fit 
man for the constable of the watch *, tlierefore bear you 
the lantern. This is your charge : You sliall com^e^ 
bend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any man iti^ 
in the prince s name. 

2 Watch. How if a* will not stand ! 

Dogb. Why, then take no note of him, but let him 
go; and presently call the rest of the watch log^ier, 
and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is 
none of tlie prince’s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none but 
die prince’s suijects : — You shall also make no noise in 
’the streets ; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is m«ist 
tolerable and not to be endured. 

% Watch, We will rather sleep than talk; we know 
belongs to a watch. 

I^y, you speak like an ancient am} most i 
watchman ; for 1 cannot see how slee}^ idswld I 
^^snd : only have a care that your bill be 
•^Well, you aw to call at all the ale*boiise%. |»^ bid 
dm duft aw dnmk get tliem to bad. , ^ ? 

k jfo# We have retained Die ^ i 
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% Wc^h, How if they will not f 

Bogb. Why, then let &em alone till they are lober} 
make you not then the better answer, you may 
•ay are the men you took them for. 

4 ITafcA. Well, lir. 

Dogh, If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, by 
virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, for such 
kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them, 
why, the more is for your honesty. 

3 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, sliall we not 
lay hands on him) 

Bogb. Truly, by your office, you may ; but I think 
Ih^ touch pitch will be defied : the most peace* 
able way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him 
•how himself what he is, and steal out of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a mercifiil man, 
partner. 

Bogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will j 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Vtrg. If you hear a cluld cry in the night, you muit 
tail to the nurse, and bid her still it 

% Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will not 
hearusf 

Bogb* W^hy, then depart in peace, and let the child 
wake her with crying ; for the ewe that will not hear 
her lamb when it haes will never answer a calf when 
he bleats. 

Verg. T* is very true, 

Bogb* This is the end of the charge. constable, 

are to present the prince’s own person j if you meet the 
pri^ in the night, you mav stay him. 

Verg. Kay, by ’r lady, mat, I think, a cannot 
/ Bo^ Five sMllings to one on 't, wiffi any man ^ 
the statues, he may stay him : marry, not #ith* 
out tW {ffince be willing: indeed, the watch cui^ 

to ofiw no man ; and It is an offence to stajf^ a mms ; 
'a|i^his will 
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By V lady, I thiidc it be lo. 

Bsffi. m, b% mi I Weil, niaitei^ good nig^i m 
tiitte be any matter of wei^t chancee, call m 
keep joar fellows' counsels and your own, and good 
nigatf-^Come, neighbour. 

% Waieh. Well, masters, we hear our charge: let 
go sit here upon tlw ehurch-beiich till two^ and Umo all 
to bed. 

JDoffb. One word honest neighbotns: I paa 
you, watch about signtor Leonalo's daw; for the wed- 
ding being there to-morrow, there is a great coil toiught $ 
Adieu, be vigilant, 1 beseech you. 

[Bxemt JDoqb. and Yeso. 

Enter Boraghio and Conradb. 

Bora. What! Conrade,— • 

Watch. Peace, stir not ' ^ {Astds* 

Bora. Conrade, 1 say ! 

Con. Here, man; I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Miwi, and ray elbow itched; 1 thought there 
would a scab ^llow. 

Con. I will owe tliee an answer for that; and now 
i«wWard with thy tale. 

Bora, Stand thee close then under this pentdioiiM^ 
.for it drizalet rain ; and 1 will, like a true dnoikard, 
uttor all to thee. 

Wntoh. [atide.] Some treason, masters; yet stand 
doee. 

Bpwt Th#efore know, I have earned of dw dobn 
a thouiassd ducats. 

; ^*^19 it possible that any villainy ihoidd ba to 
■ deart 

Jont Ititod ihonldst rather a^ if it wen ponmr 
abjr e^ild be so rich ; for when dejh 

itoed mot, poor ones may make ilai firiee 
wilt' ■ ' , '' 

wmiderat it. " , ^ ^ .V 
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Bora, That Aown thou art tmccaifirmed ; Thoq 
toioareaty that the fashion of a doublet, or a bat, or a 
cloalt, is nothing to a man. * 

Cm, Yes, it is apparel. 

Bartk I mean, the fashion. 

Cm Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tosh ! I may as well say, the fool ’s die fool. 
Bat seeit thou not what a deformed thief this fashuui is? 

Watch. I know that Deformed ; a has been a vile 
thief this seven year j a goes up and down like a gen- 
Beman : 1 remember his name. 

Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; 't was the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seat thon not, I say, what a deformed thief 
this fashion is ? how giddily be turns about all the hot 
bloods, between fourteen and five-and-tiiirty ? sometime^ 
ftuhioning them like Pharaoh’s soldiers in the reechy* 
painting; sometime, like god Bel’s priests in the old 
ehurdHvindow j Ibmetime, like the shaven Hercuks in 
dw smirehed^ worm-eaten tapestry, wliere his oodptece 
seems as massy as his clubf 

Cm All this I see ; and see that die fashion wears 
out mm apparel than the man : But art not thou 
•elf Mdy with the fashion too, that thou hast shifted 
out w thy tale into telling me of the fashion? 

Bora. Not so neither: but know, that 1 have to-night 
wooed Margaret, the lady Hero’s gentlewoman, by the 
nanse of Hero ; she leans me out at her mistress’ cham* 
baSwindow, bids me a thousand tima good nigh^ — I 
tell tale vMy : — I should first tell thee how lik 
prino^ Claudte^ and my master, planted, anAi^aced, 
and possessed by my master don John, saw amr^ in 
tla p^hard this amiable encounter. 

And diowght diy Margaret was Hero ? 

Two of than did, die prince and Claudio; but 

, A TO 
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B)e4«ri3 i»y maiter knw tbe wm Maigswt; 

^ oft^ n^iich first postestad mrtly % th« 
dm night, srhich did deceive diem, but cmefljr tiy toy 
viilgmy, whitdr did confirm any slander that ocn John 
had ma^ away went Claudio enraged; swore he would 
meet her as he was appointed, next At the 

toto|de, to)d there, before the whole congregatiiMi, shame 
her with what he saw o’er-toight, and send her hcrnie 
again without a busbuid. 

1 Watch, We charM you in the juince's name, stanii 

% Watch, Call up me right master constable ; we have 
hoe recovered the most damgerous piece of lechery that 
ever was known in the commonwealth* 

1 WaU^ And one Detormed is one of them; 1 know 
him, A wears a lock* 

Mastoi, masters* 

% Watch. Tou 11 be made bring Deformed forth, 1 
warrant you* 

Con. Masters, — 

1 Watch. Never speak ; we coarge you, let os obey 
you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken op of these men*s bills.* 

A commodity in question, I warrant you. Com^ 
obey you. [EaevmL 

SCENE IV . — A Boom in Leonato's Houto. 
JSnitrHzao, Mxuoaabt, and Uneui.x. 

s^fro. Good Ursula, wake my comriti Btsdrioe, and 
dnnre her to rise. * 

J?ri; 1 wfll, lady. 

Mono, A^ bid her come hither. 

tTr*. Weii Un«nA 

' ^ Ii 9 i^ rtpMtad the Oomrii wJtkAi ws iM H 

^fhsAeccttd ftto Heary Vi.:W'||y to 

t^topd^imd take up emmoitikt %4mi ear 



mm Ajx) jlSoct NomiNo. # m 

. Ifiny. Tro^ I thiiA your other mbato were better. 

Sm> No> p»y thee, good Meg, I ’ll wear thk 

By BIT troth, it’t not so good j andl wanaid 
yi>iw ooutin will lay so. 

defo. My cousin ’s a fool, and thou art anodicr; I’ll 
we«r none but this. a 

Uarff. I like die new tire within excellently, if the 
hair were a thought browner :• and your gown ’s a most 
rare fashion, i’ faith. I saw the dtichess of Milan’s 
gown, that they praise so. 

Hw. 0, that exceeds, they say. 

Jlorp. By my troth it ’s but a night-gown in respect 
of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced with silver; 
set with pearls down beeves, side-slecves,'» and skirts, 
round underbome with a bluei^ tinsel : but for a fine, 
Quaint, graceful, and excellent fashion, yours is worth 
ten on ’L 

jS5m>. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is 
txcoedmg heavy ! 

Maty. T will be heavier soon, by the weight of a man 

Hero. Fie upon thee 1 art not ashamed ¥ 

Jfcwy. Of wmt, lady ? of speak mg honourably f Is 
not marriage honourable in a beggar 1 li not your lord 
honourable without marriage 9 1 think, you would have 
me lay, saving your revwence, — “a husband;” an M 
thinking do n^ wrest true speaking, 1 11 offend nobody^ 
Is dtere any Urm in, " the heavier for a hurfiand”! 
Hone, I thmk, an it be the right husband, and file right 
wi^; otherwi^’t is light, and not heavy : Ask my lady 
Bealriceolse, here fire comes. 

EnUr BaxTHiCB. { 

Sw. Good morrow, cox. 

Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

« ^ fwissiwir. 

m Ml i tnmi ^ As^ith 
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thro, Wby^Wnow! doyou^tta)ckitbeticic«(»Mf 
BMi. 1 m (^t of ftU other time, sie^iiikl* 

Jfiiry* Oap m into— Light o’ love * tlttkt goet 
miiout a burthen ; do you amg it, and 1 ’ll dance It 
Boat, Ye light o’ love, wim your heela j— then if 
your husband Imve stables oiough, you ’ll look he sbaH 
kcknobams. 

ifiwy. 0 illegitimate construction 1 I scorn that with 
my he^ 

Boat, ’T is almost five o’clock, cousin; ’tis time you 
weie ready. By my troth 1 am exceeding ill: hey bol 
Mmf. For a hawk, a horse, or a husbandt 
Boat For fiie letter that liegins them all, 

Mar^, Well, an you be not turned Turk, there ’• no 
mom Rul ing by fiie star. 

Boat What means fiie fool, trowf® 

Mary, Nothing I; but God send every one fimr 
heart’s desire! 

Soro, These gloves the count sent me, they are an 
excellent perfume. 

Boat 1 am stuffed, cousin, 1 cannot smell. 

Mary, A maid, and stuffed ! there ^s goodly eatobing 
of cedd. 

Boot 0, God help me I God help me I how long have 
you profess^ ap|3rehensionY 
,« Mary, Ever smee you left it : doth not my wit be* 
come me rarely f 

^ the name of an old •oni-tuiie. 

^|3i*pi|rtin by Heywood.U66, explains tlih jest; andjrtvM 
us theow prcwmidatioD of acht, to which John ^mbbadh^rM 
m of ** fit* grottndliD|i;*^— 

^ IT is atnoo|it woMt letten hi the crosarow ; 

For if tbott find him eithinr in thine albow, 
la thine ana, or leg. in any degree ; 

In tldne heaA or teeth, or toe. or kn^ 
y ^ whit ^aoe eoernr B may pika him, 

’Wherever thottl^ 
a3V«p^ti?oir, 
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It u not leen osimtgb, you should weai It in 
your my troth, I Am sicK. 

Mofy* G«t you wme of diis distill^ Carduui Bene- 
md lay it to your heart; U is the only thing 
fera^iudm* 

There thou prick st her with a tliistle, 
Benedictus! why Benedietus? you have some 
moral in thk Benedictus. 

Marg, Moral! no, by my trodi, 1 have no immid 
morning ; 1 meant, plain holy-diistle. You may thmk, 
neithance, that 1 you are in love : nay, by V lady, 
t am not fuch a fool to think what 1 list ; nor 1 list not 
to think what 1 can ; nor, indeed, 1 cannot think, if I 
would think my heart out of thinking, dmt you are in 
lore, or that you will be in love, or tlmt you can be in 
lore $ yet Booedick was such another, and now is he 
become a man : he airoie he would never marry ; and 
yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats his meat with* 
out gpdging : and how you may be converted, I know 
not| but, medunks, you look with your eyes as other 
women da 

Bsat What pace is diis that thy tongue keeps f 
Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 

^ Vrt* Madam, withdraw ; the prinoc, tl» count, sig- 
niot Benedick, don John, and all die gaBanti of the 
town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Mero^ Hdp to dress mev good cos, good Meg, goo<l 

[Exemt*. 


SCENE Another Room wiLeooato’s HoMsa 

Bnier liBOKiro, nfith DoanaRKr and Ybrou. 

1^00. Whid would you with me, honest neigW^Mirl 
thob* Many, sir, I would have some confidepoo wift 
that deo^ you nearly^ 



m MUCH ADO ABOUT KOTHlNa? {Act HI. 

Lwn. Brief, I pray you; for, you lee^ it ii A bu«y 
time with me. 

Doffh. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Le^ What is it, my good friends ? 

Doffb. Goodman Verges, sir, sjHaks a little off the 
matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not w blunt, 
as, God help, I would desire they were; but^ in faith, 
honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg, Yes, 1 thank God, I am as honest as any man 
living, that is an old man, and no honester than I. 

Dogb. (>mparisomareodorom; paZo^>ras,nfiigU)our 
Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb, It pleases your worship to say s^ but we are 
the poor duke’s officers ; but, truly, for mine own part, 
if I were as tedious as a king 1 t^buld find in my heart 
to bestow it all of your worship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha ! 

Dogb, Yea, and ’t were a thousand times more than 
\ is; for I hear as good exclamation on your worihi|^ 
as (ff any man in the city ; and though 1 be but a poor 
man 1 am glad to hear it. 

Verg, And so am L 

Leon, 1 would fain know what you have to say. 

Verg, Marry, sir, our watch to-uight, excepting your 
vorriiip^s presence, have ta’en a couple of as arrant knaves 
at any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking ; as 
they When the age is in, the wit is out ; God help 
ut ! it IS a world to see! —Well said, i’ faith, neig^bwu 
Vergee well, God a good man ; an two men ride 
of a hors^ one must ride behiiul :^An hoaiest soul, 
i’ faith, sir; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread : 
but G<^ is to be worshipped : All men are not al&e ; 
alai) good neighbour! 

Lion* Indeed, neighbour, be comet too tbcart df you* 
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Ihgb, Gift*, tbatOod giva*. 

I must leave you. 

Dogh. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspicioua persons, and we would have 
them this morning examined before your worship. 

Lem. TaJee th^ir examination yourself, and bring it 
me ; 1 am now in great baste, as may appear unto you. 

Dogh. It shall be suffigance. 

Lt^. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well. 

Enter a Messenger, 

Afsfs. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to lier hiisband. 

Leon. I will wait upon tliem ; I am ready, 

l^Exeunt Lkonato and Messenger, 

Dogh. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 1^- 
coal; bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to tiie gaol : 
we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogh. We will spare for no wit, I warraid you $ 
here *• that [touching hie forehead] shall ^ive some of 
them to a won com : only get the learned writer to set 
down our excommunication* and meet me at the gaol. 

fj^xeunt 



t l^id[ thatbav« gidl^ «l)9iit 

1^ 1^ mf (tear ma»i to a coonnon «ta1«. 

^ Leon, Am liiingf »pok«n t or do I 
i). Jcfm* Sir, they are ipoken, and theie m 
tme. ^ ^ 

; StffW. This looks nut like a nnptiaL 
Hero. TmetOCMt 

Claudi, Leonato, stand I here t 
Is this the princel Is this die prm<je^s brother I ' 

Is this ftice Hero''8 f Are our eyes oar own t 
Lion, All this is so i But what of this, my 
Claud, Let me but move one question to your 
(laughtjer ; 

And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
T^t ifiu have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Loon. 1 charge th^ do^ as thou art my child. 

Bero, 0 God defend me ! how am I beset !— 

What kind of catechising call you this! 

^ Claud, To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ! Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach 1 ^ 

Claud, ^ Marry, diat can Hero } 

Htto its^ can blot out Hero’s virtue. 

What man was he tallf’d with you yesternight 
Oat at vour window, betwixt ttvelve and one f 
Vow, if you are a maid, axuwer to this. 

Hero. 1 talk’d with no man at dial hour, my lord. 

JO. Fedr(h Why, then are you no mald€oa.-^ljelMis^ 
ITins iprry you most hear : IJp^ mine honocu^ 
my brother, and 

Old see her^ hecw h», at that hour last night, 

Talk widi a'lnlBan at 1^ cbamber^wind^ , 

Wko hath* ladaed, meet like a HberaU vilh^ 
jppbftsi'd tbd vile encountess they h^ve had , 
'Attimisilid i& ee(^ 



: laj Ion!, iwt to Jje^«^^ of| > ^ 

Wilh>ttt ot&ixoo to utter t^: Thai, {Jt^y lady, 

I uiu «nty for thy mudii miigovemmeit 
(^otidL 0 H«o ! what a Hero hadit thou been, 

If outerard gracet had been pkoM 

jUb^ thy thought!, and counaeli of th]r heart; 

Bu^ fare thee well, moit foul, most iair 1 faiOM'eH, 
Hjot pure hnpiety, and impioui purity ! 

For did I lock up all the gatee of love, 

Aid niy eyelidi dball conjecture bang, 

To turn all bwu^ into thought of baxm, 

And never ahall it more be gracioui. 

L$otu Hath no man i dagger here a mint ibr mef 

[Hero twomu, 

B$at Why, how now, cousin t wbemfure sink yon 
down) 

i)* John* Come, let us go : these things, come thus 
to ligh^ 

Bmother her sprits up 

{Exe%mt t>. Pedro, D. John, uni Cn4ir&. 
Bme* How doth the lady ) 

Beat. Dead, I diink ; — help, uncle 

Hero! why, Hero I— Uncle !— Signior ^edick !— ► 
fiiail 

Leon, O late^ take not away tljy heavy band ! 
fiebth if ^ fairest cover ho BbAtne 
That may be widr'd for. 

Beat How now, cousin Hero 1 

FWor. Have comfort, lady, 
iaott* Dost Bum hxd^ upl 
!^rtar. Yea$ Wherefore ahould she not! 
iJso^ Why, doth rad every earthly thing 

shame r^on her! €Md she bise deny 
sto^ dud is printed in her blood I 
Uv% H«o$ do not ope thine eyes t 
^ ; ^ woiddit not ^^ly di^ 



4B0- itBOtTF-WeTOfna ' : . 

S*^ I % nW<» we» Itimpir dwa % riaiiM, : 

womdi <m tb» learwanl of mmieebeak 
Stob at % m Grier’d I, I had but 
^^id 1 for that at fhigal nature's ftame f • 
aonetootauchbytheel Why MIwiet 
Way ever wast thou bvely in my eyes ? 

Whv had I not, with charitable tu^ 

Wk up a begg^’i issue atmy gates; 

1^, smirched thus, and mir’d with infamy, 

I might have said, ‘‘ No part of it is mine, 

Thw sl^e derive itself from unknown loins 
But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I nraisM, 

Md mme tiiat I was proud on ; mine so mudL 
That I myself was to myself not mine, ' 

Valumg of her ; why, she— 0, the is Ikllen 
^amtofinkl that the wide sea 

wops too few to wash her clean again ; ' 
salt too little, which may season give 
T$ her foul tainteil flesh ! ' 

Bens, Sir, sir, be patient ! 

For my part I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not wto to say. 

Bsof. 0, oh my soul, my cousin is belied I 
Bew. were you her bedfellow lart night ? 

Beat No, truly not ; although un^ last night 

I have tiui twelvemonth been her bedfellow* 

Oo^'djcanann’d! 0, that iiitwnjt" made, 
^Awa* before barr’d up with rita of iron 

WuM ^ two princee He? and Caandio lie t 
Who lov’d hw.io, that, ip^ing rf her foulneo, 

*®“> Ijw; let her^ 

Bkiflr. Het^ me a litde^ 

Ihaveoniy beeneilent so Icmg, ^ 

^ ifltw way unto this co«n^ 

hdf t l.have maik’d 
diing appitfidoD* start ) ■ v - 
• J^tosa-OTdtowioe, latahgetnefit < 



11^ iu}0 ii^e^ Koi^m m 

Jbto } a likotmzid 

In al!^ whitm« bear away those bltuhes ; 

And m her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To hqm the enort that these p^oes hoM 
Agahot her maiden truth : — Call me a tool ; 

Trust not my reading, nor my observidionf, 

Whitdi with eiqperimental wm doth warrant 
The tsnour of my book ; trust not my age, 

My leyerenoe, citing, nor divinity. 

If fiiii sweet huly lie not guiltless here 
Under son» biting error. 

JUon. Fruur, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she bath loti 
Is, that she will not add to h& damnation 
A lin of peijury ; she not denies it ; 

Why seek'st thou diai to cover with excuse 
lhat which aopeari m proper nakedness f 
JFriat, Laay, what man is be you are accui*d off 
Haro. They know that do accuse me 5 1 know none 
U I kiu)w more of any man alive 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 

Let all my sins lack mercy !— 0 my father, 

Prove you that any man with me conversed 
Mhouxs maneet that 1 yesterai^ 

Mid nt a fai' d the ciiange of words wiw any creature^ 
Ee^ me, hate me, torture me to death, 
fjrsof. There is some strange misprisioii in the primses, 
Two of them have &e vwy bent of honour} 
And if dMir wisdoms be misled in this, 

The practiw of it lives in John the bastard, 

Wbese ^nnts toil in frame of villainies. 

I know not: If they speak but truth of 
Thttie bawds sha^ tear her; if mey wnmg her honour, 
T^tfSOiide^ of them shall well of it 
b«tb not yet so dried dus blood of mine, 

** ttp my inventi 
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Nor my bad life reft me go much of friendi, 

But they ihall find, awak’tl in such a kind, 

Both stren^ of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

jFV^r. Pause a wliile. 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 

Let her a while be secretly kept in, 

And publish it that she is dead indeed : 

Maintain a mouniing ostentation ; 

And on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon, What shall become of this? What will this do ? 
Friar, Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse; that is some good : 

But not for that dream I on this strange course, 

But on this travail look for greater birth. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall be lamented, pitie^l, and excus’d, 

Of every hearer : For it so falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost, 

Why then we rack * the value, then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours : So will it fare with Claudio j 
When he ^hall hear slie died upon his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 

' And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come apiiarell’d in more precious habit, 

More moving-aelicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she liv’d indeed : — then sliall he mourn, 

*: JSadI--«traint stretch, exaggerate; henee ranlr*r«rt. 
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(If tves love had interest in his liver,) 

And wish he had not so accused her ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this be so^ and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell’d false, 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy; 

And, u it sort not well, you may coimeal her 
(As best betits her wounded reputation) 

In some reclusive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let tlie friar advise you : 

And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon, Being that I flow in gjicti 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar, T is well consented *, presently away •, 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure — 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day, 

Perhaps, k but prolong’d; have patience, and 
endure. [Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leon. 

Bene, Lady Beatrice, hp.ve you wept all this while! 
Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene, I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

. Bene, Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wronged. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me 
that would right her ! 

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship! 
Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bme, May a man do it! 

Beat, It is a man’s office, but not yours. 



m MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [Act IV. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as you : 
Is not tliat strange? 

Beat As strange as the tiling I know not ; It were 
as possible for me to say I loved nothing so well as 
you; but believe me not; and yet I lie not; I confess,, 
nothing, nor I deny nothing: — I am sorry for my 
cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, diou lovest me. 

Beat Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me j and I 
will make him eat it that says I love not you. 

Beat Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce lliat can be devised to it : I 
protest I love tliee. 

Beat Wliy, then God forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat You have stayed me in a happy hour ; I was 
about to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat 1 love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest 

Bene. Come, bid me do anything for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat You kill me to deny : Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat I am gone, though I am here ; — Tljere is no 
love in you Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

BeTie. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

' Bene. We 11 be friends first 

Beat You dare easier be friends with me tlian light 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not apjiroved in the height a villain, that 
hath slandered, scomeil, dishonoured my kinswoman ?— 
0 that I were a man ^What f bear her in hand undi 
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they come to take hands ; and then with public accuj»- 
tion, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,— O God, 
that 1 were a man ! I would eat his heart iI^tlle mar- 
ket-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window t — a proper 
saying. 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Sweet Hero l—she is wronged, she is slandered, 
she is undone. 

Bene. Beat 

Beat. Princes, and counties ! Surely, a princely tes- 
timony, a goodly count- confect; a sweet gallant, surely ! 

0 that I were a man for his sake ! or that 1 had any 
friend would be a man for my sake I But manhood is 
melted into courtesies, valour into coraj^diment, and 
men are only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : 
he is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a lie, 
and swears it : — I cannot be a man with wishing, there- 
fore 1 will die a woman with grieving. 

Betie. Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love tliee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way tlian swear- 
ing by it 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, 1 will challen^ liim ; 

1 will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By this hand, 
Claudio shall render me a dear account : As you bear 
of me, so think of me. Go, comlort your cousin : 1 
mutt say she is dead ; and so, farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in ffotone; 

and the Watch, with Conuade and Borachio. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared? 

Ftfty. 0, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 
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SextoTU Which be the malefactors f 

J)ogb, Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, tiiat ’s certain ; we nave the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton, But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined ? let them come before master constable. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — What 
is your name, triend 1 

Bora, Borachio. 

Dogb. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, sirrahf 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Dogb. Write down, master gentleman Conrade. — 
Masters, do you serve (Jodf 

[Con., Bora. Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down that they nope they serve Gk)d:-— 
and write Gbd first ; for God defend but God should 
go before such villains ! — ] Masters, it is proved already 
mat you are little better than false knaves ; and it will 
go near to be thought so shortly. How answer you for 
yourselves ? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you j but 
I will go about with him. — Come you hither, sirrah ; a 
word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is thought you 
are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dcigb. Well, stand aside. — Fore God, they are both 
in a tale : Have you writ down, that they are none I 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to ex* 
^ine ; you must call forth the watch that are their 
accusers. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that the eftest* way; — Let the 
watdi come forth ; — Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince’s name, accuse these men. 

i Watch. This man said, sir, that don Jdm, the 
prince 8 brother, was a villain. 

• JBf/iert — quickeit. 
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Pogh* Write down, prince John a villain ;-*Why; 
this k flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother villain. 

Bora, Master constable, — 

Doah. Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like thy 
look, I promise thee. 

Sextm, Wliat heard you him say else? 

2 Watch, ' Marry, that he had received a thousand 
ducats of don John, for accusing the lady Hero wrong- 
fully. 

Flat burglary, as ever m as committed. 

yerg. Yea, by die mass, that it is. 

Sexton, W^at elsei fellow ? 

1 Watch. And tliat count Claudio did mean, upon 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, 
and not marry her. 

Dogb, 0 villain ! thou wilt be condemned into ever- 
lasting reflection for this. 

Sexton. Wnatelsef 

2 Watch. This is all, 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, tlian you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this very 
maimer refused, and upon the grief of this suddenly 
died. — Master constable, let these men be botmd, and 
brouglrt to Leonato ; 1 will go before, and show him 
their examination. f Bxit. 

Dogb, Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in the bands— 

Con, Ofll coxcomb ! 

Ihgb. God ’s my life I where ’s the sexton ? let him 
write down, the prince’s officer, coxcomb. Come, bind 
them ; Thou naughty varlet I 

Con, Away ! you are an. ass, you are an ass. 

JDogb. Dost thou not suspect my place? Dost thou 
npt su^ct my years ?^0 that he were here to write 
me down, an ass ! but, masters, remember that I am 
an ass ; timugh it be not written down, yet forget nut 
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that I am an ass : — No, thou Tillain, thou art full of 
piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good witness. I 
am a wise fellow ; and, which is more, an officer ^ and, 
which is more, a householder ; and, which is more, as 
pretty a piece of flesh as any is in Messina ; and one 
that knows the law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough^ 
^ to ; and a fellow that hath had losses ; and one that 
hath two gdwns and everything handsome about him : 
— Bring him away. O, that 1 had been writ down, an 
ass! [Extmt. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I . — Before Leonato’s ITottse, 

Entei* Leonato aTid Antonio. 

^nt If you go on thus, you will kill yourself ; 

And ’t is not wisdom thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

L>eon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 

Bring me a father, that so lov’d his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwlielm’d like mine. 

And bid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 

And let it answer every strain for strain ; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and strfike his beard ; 

And, “ sorrow wag ” cry ; hem, when he should groan ; 
Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune dru^ 
With candle-wasters ; * bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man : For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they tliemseives not feel ; but taking it 
Their ^counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thr^ul, 

Charm ach with air, and agony with words : 

* J3en Jontoo calls a bookworm a eandle-timiter i and we 
think that this is the meaning here. 
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NO| no ; *t ii all men's ofSice to speak patience 
To those Aat wring under the load of sorrow ; 

But no man's virtue, nor st^ciency, 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself : therefore give me no counsel : 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement 
Ant Therein do men from children nothing differ. 
Leon. I pray thee, peace ; 1 will be flesh and blood ; 
For tliere was never yet philosopher 
Tliat could endure the tooth-ach patiaitly ; 

However they have writ the style of gods, 

And made a push ^ at chance and sufferance. 

AfU. Yet baid not all the harm upon yourself ; 
Make those that do offend you suffer too. 

Leon. There thou speak’st reason : nay, I will do so : 
My soul doth tell me H«o is belied ; 

And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 

And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pbdro and Claudio. 

A fit. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 
JD. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Chud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords,— 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, lieonato. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord !— well, fare you well, 
my lord : 

Are you so hasty now f — well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 
Ant If he could right himself with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lie low. 

Claud. Who wrcmgi him ! 

Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, 
thou;— 

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 

I fear thee not 

• PuiA la explained to be a thrurt— a defiance. 
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Claud, Bfarry, beshrew my hand, 

If it ihould give yoor age lOch cause of fear : 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Lecn> Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me : 

I speak net like a dotard, nor a fool } 

^ under privilege of age, to brag 

What I have done being young, or what would do 

Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head. 

Thou hast so wrong'd my innocent child and me, 

That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 

And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days, 

Do ^mllenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her heart, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors : 

0 ! in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villainy. 

Claud. My villainy ! 

Loon, Tliine, Claudio ; thine, 1 say. 

D, Pedro. You say not righ^ old roan. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

1 ’ll prove it on his body, if he dare ; 

Despite his nice fence and his active practice. 

His May of youth, and bloom of lustihood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon, Canst thou so daff met® Thou hast kill’d my 
child ; 

If thou kill’st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Asei. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed ; 

But that ’• no matter ; let him kill one first ; — 

Win me and weaj me, — let him answer me, — 

Come follow me, boy ; arnie sir boy, come follow roe ! 
Sir boy, I ’ll whip you from your foining ^ fence'} 

Nay, as 1 am a gentleman, 1 will. 

Lion. Brother, — 

AM. Content ycursdf : Gfod knows. I lov’d my niece; 
• me aside. ^ FutawijT— thruttlag* 
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And ihe i« dfiacL slander’d to death by villains ; 

That dare as well answer a man, indeed, * 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongne : 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops !— 

Leon, Brother Antony,— 

Ant Hold you content ; What, man ! I know them, 
yea, 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple : 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging lioys, 

That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 

GK) anticly, and show outward hideousness, 

And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst, 

And this is all. 

Leon, But, brother Antony,— 

Ant Come, ’t is no matter; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D, Pedro, Gentlemai both, we will not wake your 
patience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death ; 

But, on my honour, she was charg’d with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

D. Pedro, I will not hear you. 

Leon, No! 

Come, brother, away I will be heard;— 

Ant, * And shall, 

Or some of us will smart for it 

[Exeunt Leon, and Km. 

Enter Benedick, 

b* Pedro, See, see ; here comes the man we went to 
seek. 

Cloudy Now, Bigni(»! what news! 

Bene, Gkiod day, my lord, 

2)» Pedro* Welcome, signior : You are almost oome 
to part almost a Bay. 
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Claude We had like to have had our two nowr 
•napped off with two old men without teeth. 

Z). Pedro. Leonato and his brother : What think’st 
thouf Had we fought, I doubt we should have been 
too young for them. 

Bene* In a false quarrel there is no true valour : 1 
came to seek you boUi. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee; for 
we are high proof melancholy, and would fain have it 
beaten away : Wilt thou use thy witf 

Bene. It is in my scabbard: Shall I draw itt 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit — I will bid thee draw, as we do 
the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As 1 am an honest man, he looks pale 
Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud. What! courage, man! What though care 
Killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you charge it against me *. — ^I pray you, choose another 
subject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff; this lost 
was broke cross. 

J9. Pedro. By this light, he clmnges more and more ; 
1 think he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.* 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 

Claud. Gud bless me from a challenge! 

Bene. You are a villain ;*^I jest not — I will make 
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when 
you dare: — Do me right, or 1 will protest your cow- 
ardice. You have killed a sweet lauy, and her death 
•hall fall heavy on you : Let me hear fram you. 

* Is wrestling, to tom the girdle was a chtdlenge or prepam* 
tioii for toe struggle. Large belts wrte wore wiui the buckle 
before; but to wxiwtUng the buckle was turned bebiud. 
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Vktud, Well, I will meet you, to I may have |ood 

D. Pddro. What, a feaitt a feaat? 

VjMtd. r faith, 1 thank him ; he hath bid me to a 
calf • head and a capon, the which if I do not carve 
most curiously, say my knife ’s naught. — Shall I not 
find a woodcock too? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well j it go« easily. 

D. Pedro. 1 11 tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit 
the other day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit j “ True,” 
says she, “ a fine little one “ No,” said I, ^'a great 
wit j” ^ Right,” says she, ** a great gross one ** Nay,” 
said I, " a good wit “ Just,” said she, it hurts no- 
body "Nay,” said I, "the gentleman is wwj” 
"C«tam,” said she, ,"a wise gentleman;” "Kay,” 
•aid I, " he hath the tong^ " That I beliere,” said 
•he, " for he swore a tiring to me on Monday night, 
which he forswore on Tuesday morainj^ there *s a 
double tongue ; there 't two tongues.” Thus did she, 
an hour together, trans-ihape thy particular virtues; 
yet, at last, she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the 
prtmerest man in Italy. 

Claud, For the which ^e wept heartily, and said she 
cared not 

B. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, an 
if she did not hate him deadly, she would love Mm 
dearly : the old man's daughter told us all. 

CUtud, All, all ; and moreover, " God saw Irim when 
he was hid in the garden.” 

D. Pedro, But when shall we set the savage bull's 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud, Yea, and text underneath, "Here dwells 
Benedick the married man” t ^ 

Bene, Fan you well, boy ! you know my mmd ; 1 
wiU leave you now to your goeiip^like humour : you 
break jests as braggarts do their blades, whi<fo, God be 
dumked, hurt not— My lord, for your many courtesies 
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I thaiA you : I mu^ dLscontk^ie your company : your 
brother, the baetard, is fled fiom Messina ; you hare, 
amoM you, killed a tweet and innocent lady ; For my 
lordXackbeard theory he and I thall meet; and till 
i^n peace be with him. [Exit Beks. 

D. Pedro, He is in earnest 

Chud, In most pmfound earnest; and 1 '11 warrant 
you for the love of Beatrice. 

D, Pedro. And hath challenged thee? 

Clmtd, Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he goet 
in hit double and hose, and leaves off his wit ! 

Claud, He is then a giant to an ape : but thai is an 
ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad 1 Did he not say my brotljer was 
fled? 

JElfUer Dogbbrry, Vbrors, and (he Watch, wi(k 
Ck)NBAnE and Boracuio. 

Dogb. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame you, 
she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in her balance ; nay, 
an you be a cursing hypocrite onc^ you must be 
looked to, 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother’s men Inmnd ! 
Borachio one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord ! 

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men done ? 

Dogh. Marry, sir, they have committed false lepoti ; 
moreover, they have spoken untruths ; secondarily, they 
are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they have belied a Wy ; 
thirdly, they have verified unjust tilings ; and, to ccai- 
clude, thw are lying knav^. 

i>. P«w*o. First, 1 ask thee what they have done ; 
fliiidly, I ask Urn what ’s their offence; sixth and 
lasBv, why they^axe committed ; and, to conclude^ what 
you lay to their charge? 
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Clwud, Rightly reasoned, and in his own division ; 
and, by my troth, there ’s one meaning well suite* 1. , 

I). Pedro. Whom have yon otfended, masters, that you 
are thus bound to your answer ? this learned const^le 
ii too cunning to be understood ; What ’s your offence t 

Pora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer ; do you near me, and let tliis count kill me. 
1 have deceived even your very eyes ; what your wis- 
doms could not discover these shallow fools have brought 
to light; who, in the night, overheard me confessing to 
this man, how don John your brother incensed me to 
slander the lady Hero ; how you were brought into the 
orchard, and saw me coiut Margaret in Hero’s gar- 
ments ; how you disgraced her when you should marry 
her : my villainy they liave umn record ; which I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my master's 
false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire notliing but the 
reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood? 

Clavd. I have dnmk poison whiles he utter’d it 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this? 

Bofa. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it 

D. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d or treachery 
And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claitd. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that 1 lov’d it fost 

JDogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this time 
our sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of the matter ; 
And, masters, do not forget to specify, when time and 
place shall serve, tliat 1 am an ass. 

Verg. Hei-e, here comeynaster signior Leonato, and 
the sextan too, 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, mth the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes; 
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That when I note another man like him 
I may avoid liim ; Which of these is he f 
Bora, If you would know your wronger, look on me, 
Leott, Art tliou — thou — the slave that with thy 
breath hast kill'd 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou beliest thyself ; 

Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it : 

1 thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death ; 

Record it with your high and worthy deeds; 

^ was .bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. 1 know not how to pray your patience, 

Yeti must speak : Choose your revenge yourself; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn’d I not, 

But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
^lat he ’ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 

That were impossible; but I pray you both, 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died ; and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph \ipon her tomb, 

And sing it to ner bones; sing it to-night : — 
To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 

And since you could not he my son-in-law, 

Be yet my nephew ; my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that ’s dead, 

And she alone is heir to lK>th of us ; 

Give her the right you should iiave given her cotiain, 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. 0, noble sir, 
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Tour over kiudness doth wring tears from me ! 

I do embrace your offer ; and di^Ktse 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. — ^This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong, 

Hir’d to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, Ae was not \ 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ; 

But always hath been just and virtuous, 

In anything that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender, did 
call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered in his 
punishment : And also, the watch heard them talk of 
one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in his ear, and 
a lock lianging by It; and borrows money in God’s 
name; the which he hath used so long, and never jwid, 
that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend noming 
for God’s sake ; Pray you, examine him upon that point 

jDeon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. » 

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankflil and 
reverend youth ; and I praise Gk)d for you. 

Leon. There ’s for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foundation ! 

Le^. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 1 
thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship , 
which, 1 beseech your worship, to correct yourself, for 
• tiw example of ofoers. God keep your worship ; 1 wiA 
your worship well ; God restore you to health ; I hum- 
Wy give you leave to d^rt ; and ‘if a mepy merting 
may be wished, Gfod prohibit it— Come, neighbour. 

[EietiiK Doub., Vbbo., and Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant Farewell, my lords ; we lo^ for you to-morrow. 
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D. Pedro We will not fail. 

Claud. To-night I ’ll mourn with Hero 

[Exeunt D. Pedro and Ceatjd. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we ‘11 talk with 
Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. [Ex. 

SCENE IL— Leonato’s Garden. 

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting. 

Bene. Pray tliee, sweet mistress Margaret, deserve well 
at my hands, by helinng me to Ihe sjieech of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you tlien write me a sonnet in praise ot 
my beauty** 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man liv-’ 
iug shall come over it ; for, in m(^st comely truth, thon 
dftservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me? why, ^hall 1 
always keen below stairs? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's moulh, 
it catclies. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s finis, which 
hit, but hirrt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not hurt 
a woman; and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice: I give 
thfe the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of om 
own. 

B^. If you use tliem, Margaret, you must put in 
the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous weapons 
for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to yon, who, 1 thiisk* 
hath legs. [Exit Margaret, 

Bene. And therefore will come. 

The god of love. [Singing 

That sits above. 

And hnow» me, and knows me, 

How pitiful I deterve.-* 
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I mean in singing ; but in loving,— Leander the good 
iwimmer, Troilus the first employer of panders, and a 
whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers, whose 
names yet run smoothly in the even road of a blank verse, 
why, they were never so truly turned over and over as 
my poor self, in love : Marry, I cannot show it in 
rhyme; I have tried; I can find out no rhyme to 
‘‘ lady ” but “ baby,” an innocent rhyme ; for “ scorn ” 
“ horn,” a hard rhyme ; for ^ school,” “ fool,” a bab- 
bling rhyme; very ominous endings; No, I was not 
born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo in fes- 
tival terms. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. 0, stay but till then ! 

Beat Then, is spoken ; fare you well now -and yet, 
ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with 
knowing what hath passed between you and Claudio. 

Bene, Only foul words ; and thereu|)on 1 will kiss 
thee. 

Beat Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is 
but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore I 
will depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit : But, I must tell thee plainly, 
Claudio undergoes “ my challenge ; and either I must 
shortly hear from him, or I will subscrilw him a coward. 
And, I pray thee now, tell me, for which of my bad 
parts didst thou first fall in love with me¥ 

Teat For them all togefiier; which maintained so 
politic a state of evil, that they will not admit any good 
part to intermingle with them. But for which of my 
good parts did you first sirffer love for met 

Bene. ** SuJTer lov^ a good epithet ! I do etrffrr 
love, indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

• Under^fee^pastet under. 
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Bmt In spite of your heart, I think; alaa! poor 
heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours ; for I will never love that which my friend iiates. 

Bene. Tliou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession ; tliere ’s not 
one wise man among twenty that will praise himseff. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, tliat lived 
in the time of good neighbours *. if a man do not erect 
in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall live no 
longer in monument than the bells ring, and the widow 
weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene. Question — Why, an hour in clamour, and a 
quarter in rheum ; Therefore it is most expedient for 
toe wise (if don Wonn, his conscience, find no imjiedi- 
ment to the contrary) to be the trumpet of his own 
virtues, as I am to myself ; So much for praising my- 
self, (who, I myself will bear witness, is praiseworthy,) 
and now tell me, How dotli your cousin t 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do youf 

Beat Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, an<l mend : there will I 
lea\'e you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Uasui.A. 

Ur$. Madam, you must come to your uncle ; yon- 
der ’g old coil “ at home ; it is proved, my lady Hero 
liath been falsely accused; the prince and Claudio 
-mightily abused; and don John is the author of all, 
who is fled and gone : will you come presently f 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signiorf 

Bene. I will live in thy lieart, die in thy lap, and be 
buried m diy eyes; and, moreover, I will go with thee 
to tliy unple’s. [Exeutit, 


Old great bustle. 
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SCENE IIL~ne Inside of a Church. 

JErUer Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, with 
music and tapers, 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato? 

Atten. It is, my lord. 

Claud. [Reads from a scroll.'] 

Done to death by glnndoTons tongues 
Was the Hero thiit here lies: 

Death, in guerdon other wrongs, 

Gives her fanio which never dies . 

So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, 

Praising her when I am d»inib.’' 

Now, music sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, goddess of the night, 

Tliose that slew thy virgin knight ; 

For the which, with sonp of woe, 

Hound about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, ashUt our moan ; s 
Help us to sigh and groan, 

Heavily, heavily ; 

Graves, yawn, and >ield your dead. 

Till death be utter(»d, 

Heavenly, heavenly.* 

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 

/>. Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; put your torches 
out : 

‘ Tlie wolves have prey’d : and loolc, the gentle day, 
Befoie the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray : 
Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well, 

Claud, Good morrow, masters j each his several way 

• To Mtter is here to put out — lo oxpeh Death is tucpelled 
the iniwer of Heaven. 
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D. Pedro. Come, let us bence, and jjut on otlier 
weeds; 

And then to Leonato’s we will ga 
Claud. And, Hymen, now willi luckier issue speeds 
Tlian this, for whom we render’d up tliis woe! [Uxeuni. 

SCENE IV , — A Room in Leonato’s TTonae. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent 1 
Leon. So are tlie prince and Claudio, who accusM her, 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 

But Margaret was in some fault for this ; 

Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well, 
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc’d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, dkughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves; 

And, when I send for you, come hitlier mask’d ; 

The prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me : — you know your office, brother ; 

You must be fatlier to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to young Claudio. \^Exetmt Ladm.^ 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm^ countenance. 
Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I tliink. 
Friar. To do what, signior? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. 

Signior Leonato, tnith it is, good signior, 

Your niece regards me with an eyeuf favour. 

Leon, That eye my daughter lent her ; ’T i« most 
true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The siglit whereof, I tliink, you had from me, 
From Claudio, and the prince. But what 's your will ? 
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Bern* Your answer, air, ia enigmatical j 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with oun, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the estate of honourable marriage *, 

Zn which, good friar, I ahall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar, And my hel'p. 

-{Here comes the prmce, and Claudio.] 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, loith Attendants. 

D, Pedro, Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon. Good morrow, prince ; good monow, Claudio ; 
We here attend you. Are you yet determin’d 
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter? 

Claud. I ’ll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 
Leon, Call her forth, brotlier, here's the friar ready. 

[Exit Ani'onio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick ; Why, what ’§ 
the matter, 

That you have such a February face, 

Bo full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think he tliinks upon tlie savage bull : — 
Tush, fear not, man, we ’ll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all Europa shall rejoice at &ee j 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. ' 
Be^. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ; 

And lome such strange bull leap’d your father’s cow, 
And got a calf in tliat same noble feat, 

Much like to ypu, for you have just his bleat 

Me^iter Antonio, with the Ladiet masked. 

Clmd. For this I owe you : here come other reckon- 
ings. 

Which k the lady I must seise upon f 
Ant. This same is ihe, and I do give you her. 
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Chvd. Why, then she ’s mine ; Sweet, let me see 
your fece. 

Leon* No, that you sliall not, till you take her hand 
Before this £^, and swear to marry her. 

Chud* Give me yoiur hand before this holy friar ; 

I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Bero, And when I liv’d, I was your other wife : 

[ Ummtking, 

And when you lov’d, you were my odier husband. 
Claitd, Another Hem I 
Hero. Notliing certainer ; 

One Hero died [defird ;] but I do live, 

And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D* Pedro* The former Hero I Hero that is dead I 
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv’d, 
Friar* All this amazement can I q^ualify ; 

When, after that the holy rites are ended, 

I ’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s deatli : 

Meantime, let wonder seem familiar, 

And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice ? 

Beat. 1 answer to that name ; [iinniae/ciHg] what is 
your will ? 

Binie. Do not you love me ? 

Beat Why no, no more tlian reason. 

Bene* Why, then your uncl^ and the princ^ and 
Claudio, 

Have been deceiv’d j they swore you did. 

Beat Du not you love me f 
Bene, Troth no, no more than reasom 

Beat Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula, 
Are much deceiv’d ; for they did swear you did. 

Bene* They sWore that you were allnost sick for me, 
Beat They swore that you were well nigh dead (or 
me. 

Bene* ’T is no sudi matter ; — Then you do not lore 

met 
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No^ truly, but in fi’i«adly recomjiense. 

Leon, Come, cousin, 1 am sure you love tlie gentle* 
man. 

Cloitd, And I ’ll be sworn upon ’t, that he loves her ; 
For here ’s a paper, written in liis hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pme brain, 

Fashion’d to Beatrice. 

Bero. And here ’s another. 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection imto Benedick. 

Bene, A miracle ; here ’s our own hands against our 
hearts! — Come, I will have thee; but, by tliis light, J 
take thee for pity I 

Beat, I would not deny you ; — but, by this good day, 
I yield upon great persuasion ; and, partly, to save 
your life, lor I was told you were in a consumption. 

Bene, Peace, 1 wilT sto{) your mouth. her, 

D, Pedro, How dost tliou, Benedick the married roan ^ 

Bene, I’ll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out oi my humour : Dost thou 
think 1 cam fur a satire, or an epigram ? No : if a 
man will be beaten with brains, a shall wear nothing 
hand^me about him : In brief, since I do purpose to 
marry, I will tlunk nothing to any purpose that the 
world can say against it ; and tberrfore never flout at 
me for wliat 1 have said against it ; for man is a giddy 
thing, and this is my conclusion.— For thy part, Clau- 
dio, I did tliiiik to have beaten thee ; but in diat^ thou 
art like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my 
courin. 

1 had well hoped thou wouldst have denied 
Beatric^ that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy 
•ingle life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, out 
of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not lock ex- 
ceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bjme, Com% corn^ we are ffienda let ’s have a 
* In tAot— bectuse* 
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dance ere we are married, tJiat we may lighten our own 
hearts, and our wives’ heels. 

Lem. We ’ll liave dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o’ my word ; therefore, play music.—^ 
Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife ; 
there is no stall’ more reverend than one tipped with honi. 

Eiiter a Messenger. 

Men. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in flighty 
And brouglit with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene, Think not on him till to-morrow ; I ’ll devise 
thee brave punishments fur liim. — Strike up, pipers. 

[Dance. Eseeunt 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES 

AND SUGGESTED EMENDATIONS, 
VOLUME IL 


k MIDSUMMER-NIOHT’S DREAM. 

Page 17 (Act L Scene IL) 

“First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats on: 
then read the names of the actors ; and so orow on to a pointr 
—In the Perkins folio : “ go on to appoint*'— that is, to ani^ 
the different parts. “And so grow to a point” is the more 
common reading. 


Page 20 (Act I, Scene ii.) 

JBot “We will meet; and there we may rehearse more 
obecendy and coura^usly. Take pains; be perfect ; adieu. 

4iuin, At the dokds oak we meet?’ 

It hfs been mggested that the words in italics Hmto part of 
Qttfnoe's speech, and they naturally belong to him as the 
manager or the ^y. 

r Page 24 (Act I. Scene ii.) 

And on <dd Hyems’ and icy crown, 

An odmoos chaplet of sweet sommer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set.” 

What ^ be the meaning of a chaplet of summer buds on the 
oAfn of Hyems t Bead, according to the proposal of TyrwhiUf 
and wltti Uie approTsl of Dyoo; 

“ And on old Hymns' thin and loy crown,” Ac* 
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Pag:e 29 (Act 11. Scene iiL) 

Quite OTNT-canopled with lusoiout woodbine.’* 
Ferhepi lusA, 

Page 37 (Act III. Scene i.) 

** Thisby, the flowers e/ odious savours sweet; 

• « • • 

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.” 

Mave odious savours sweet,” in the Perkins folio. 

Page 47 (Act in. Scene li.) 

“ So we grew together . . , 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem.” 

Loving. Helena would scarcely have described herself as 
lovely. 

Page 49 (Act m. Scene li.) 

“ Hate me ! wherefore ? 0 me ! what news^ my love I ** 
What means my love I ” Perkins folio. 

Page 68 (Act III. Scene ii.) 

“ Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red. 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 

Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams.” 

What colour is that t Read: 

“ Turns into yellow gold his salt, green streams.” 

Page 57 (Act IV. Scene i.) 

** To help cavalero Cobweb to 8cratch.”—The editors refuse 
ttf alter the text, but all recopise that Bottom ought to have 
said Peas-bhssm, and not Cohoeb, Bottom is confused. 

Page 60 (Act IV. Scene i.) 

When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear 
With hounds of Sparta,” 
iNff^Dyce, 

Page 68 (Act V. Scene i.) 

** Merry and tragical? Tedious and brief T 
That is, hot lee, and wonderous strange snow ” 

" Seething snow,” in the Perkins folio. 

Page 73 (Act V. Scene 1.) 

** Then know that I, one ^ug the joiner, ant 
A Hon fillf nor due no Uon*s dam.” 
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Thl« is the tery oposite of what Sbur hrt^ded. Read i ** A 
Wott’s/sW”— that ifl, a lion’s skim The emendaticm wM oon- 
Jeetured by Hr Barron Field, and is oonflnned by the Ferklns 
folio. 


Page 74 (Act V. Scene i.) 

** Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams ; 

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright; 

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering heamst 
I trust to taste of truest Thlsby’s sight.” 

Such is the reading of the original copies. The second folio 
altered the second beams to streams, and Mr Knight bus 
mlopted It in the text ; hnt the true word is that which he has 
himself conjectured ; 

For, by tliy gi’aclons, golden, glittering gleams^* 

So in the prologue (page 71), we find a Bimflar burlesqued 
alliteration : 

** Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody brcaat.” 

Page 78 (Act V. Scene 11.) , 

“ Ever shall in safety rest.” 

** Ever shall it safely rest,” Perkins folio. 


TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


The editors— -probably from not seeing it— have neglected to 
point out the connection between the inimitable Induction of 
this play and the play Itself. Why should iJhakspere choose 
the ” Taming of the Shrew,” rather than any ^er Of hla 
oomedl^ to be preluded by the story of Cliristopher Slyt 
Shaksp^ does nothing in vain. He is the moat oonsummate 
of artists, There Is the most wonderful organic uniw In every 
one of hla works. As every part of a plant, every leaf, has a 
atruoture that identifies It with the structure of the whole, we 
find the fundamental idea of one of Shakspere’s plays perva^g 
every member, and (Qipearing In a thousand varied forms. Aha 
here, let It be observed, that the Induction and the play are 
pei^t oonnterparta. In the play, we nud a woman out hf 
her place : In the Induction, we find a tinker out pt his pontlon. 
The former exhibits the lording of a woman; the btter 
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exbiMts the lording of a ragamnffln. Tlie one is^ 4n faot, n 
burleeqne of the other. And so we Lave picture within piotu^ 
and dr^ within dream— a merry comedy set in a rtdu more 
merry farce— fantaatio smiles orW by atill more fhntastle 
laughter. Even in details, too, we might trace the burlesque 
of the parallel : the supposed wife of Christopher, a man in 
woman^s clothes; and Katharine, a woman, assuming the 
moral hahiUments of a man. 

jpe/rt(cio.— It will be olwerved that in the spelling of the 
hero’s name, Mr Knight has rejected the usual orthography 
— Petruchio— for the proper Italian mode in which the A is 
elided. Ho is Justifted in so doing by other CTcamples which 
the editors generally have followed. In the Tempest,” 
Anthonio is transformed into Antonio. In the ** Two Gentle- 
men of VerontL” Protheus has become Proteus. In “ Love’s 
Labour’s Lost,’’ Berowne is now spelt Biron. In “ Romeo and 
Juliet” (Act I. Scene v.), however, on what principle It Is 
difficult to understand, Mr Knight has retained the spelling 
Pdruohio. 


Page 89 (Ind. Scene 1.) 

Sip, ” Go— bv 8, Jeroniroy— Go to thy cold bed, and warm 
tbee.”— ” (h hy. S. Jeronitoy,” is the proper reading, In 
burlesque of a phrase in the Spanish Tragedy” of Thomas 
Kyd. Go by, Jeronimo,” is frequently quoted in tho early 
dramas. How the ” S.” came to be introduced, whether by 
the dramatist or by the printer, we know not At all evont^ 
here Sly Is made to confound ttoe Jeronimo of the “ Spanish 
Tragedy” with the Jerome of the Holy Calendar. 

Page 95 (Ind. Scene il.) 

**Aik Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wlncot, If she 
know me not: if she say I am not fourteen pence on the 
score for iheer ale, score me up for the lyingest knave iu 
Christendom.”— It has been proposed to read ‘‘ thire ale”— 
that Is. Warwickshire, but the text is quite plain : sheer ale 
—fiothing imtaU. 


Page 101 (Act 1. Scene i.) 

** Let’s be no stoics, nor no stocks, 1 pray ; 

Or to devote to Aristotle’s oheckt^ 

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjur’d.” 

* ArlstoHe’e It Is strange that this obvtous mm- 

datlon, long ago proposed by Sir w. Blackstone, should never 

been ad(j^ 
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Page llJ^Aot I. Scene ii) 

** For she 1« sweeter than perfume Itself, 

To whom they go to. What will you read to her t ” 

The double preposition, whi(di the editors are so fond of 
removing, was a form, of expression which the elder dramatistf 
had a peouliar liking for ; and we have no right, for the sake 
of grammar or metre, to meddle with their usage. In the 
present instance, one of the prepositions has been ousted from 
the text for the sake of a very Irregular metre. 

Page 123 (Act II. Scene 1.) 

Tet ** Women are made to bear, and so are you, 

Kath. No Buoh jade as you, if me you mean.” 

“ No such load as you.”— 

Page 127 (Act II. Scene 1.) 

** And kiss me, Kate; we will be manned o* Sunday,^ 

This, it may be observed, is the burthen of an old song in 

Ralph Roister DoUter,” the first regular comedy in the 
language- “I mun be married a Sunday.” Petrudo has t 
habit of singing snatches in the midst of his e?[oitement 
Already In the same scene (page 120), he quotes, with a 
slight change, another burthen—” And I cannot come every 
day to woo.” See again page 146 (Act IV. Scene 1.) 

Page 144 (Act IV. Scene i.) 

Ort#. ” We came down a foul hill, my master riding behind 
my mistress. 

CaarL Both on one horse ? ” 

“Botoqf one horse!” in the original It was the idiom of 
the time, and is quite iutelli||^l6. 

Page 150 (Act rv. Scene ii.) 

” I spied 

An ancient angle coming down the hill” 

Angela in the folio; and the reference to Cotgrave’s 
dlctlottary made by both Singer and Pj’ce, proves tout the 
orfginai reading Is the true one, or at least must takepre- 
cetooe of every other : ” Angelot k la groeee escaille— Ati 
old Angelit ana, by metaphor, a fellow d th* old, soafid,; 
honest and worthie stamp.” 
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THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Page 188 (Act L Scene i.) 

“ 0, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise 
For saying nothing ; loAen, I am very sure, 

If they should spe^ ioould almost damn those ear^,*' &c. 
So all the old copies, according to which, however, there is no 
nominative to would. In the text, a nominative is supplied by 
changing whm into who. In the Perkins folio, the grammar 
is saved with a smaller change : 

“ When, I am very sure, 

If they should speak, Hwould almost damn,” &c. 

Page 203 (Act 11 Scene il.) 

** 0 Heavens, this is my true-begotten father I who, being 
more than sand-blind, high-gravel blind, knows me not ; I 
will try conclusions with him.”— So in one of the quartos, 
But in the other, and in the folio, we find the inftnitely more 
piquant—^* confusions.** Immediately, Launcelot proci^s to^ 
confuse ttie old man, and therein lies the propriety of the 
phrase; while its exquisite drollery is deHvra i^om the 
oonfiaslou that Launcelot himself displays. Fancy a fellow 
who says, “This is my true-begotten father,^’ Immediately 
resolving, “ I wlU try (x»\fmions with him.” 

Page 204 (Act II. Scene II.) 

“ By God’s $oniies.**-~Sontie8t a corruption of sanctities. 

Page 228 (Act III. Scene li.) 

** Whose hearts are all as false 
As stayers of sand*" 

So In fee original, but it is only one of the ancient modes of 
spelling stairs— which is undouhiedly the true reading* 

Page 228 (Act HI. Scene ii.) 

** IhOft ornament is but the gulled shore 
tTo a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
Tetiing an Imiem beauty ; in a word, 

The teaming truth which ounaing times ytit on 
entrap irlseit" 

Hds pmge hu mmited a good deal of discuaslon. Sir 
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TUomas Hanmer pn^oled to read ‘*an Indian dowdy , Mr 
Singer, ”an Indian firipM.** In the Perkint folio, a far 
aimpler ohange U propo^: 

“ Thus ornament is bat the gmled ehore 
To a most danwroua sea; the beauteooB scarf 
V^Ung an Inman : beauty, in a word, 

The seeming trutb,” &c. 

This Is the best reading we have, but it must he confessed 
that the oonstmction is not Shoksperean. 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

Page 278 (Act I. Scene i.) 

Challenged Cupid at thtJUghV*— Flight, a kind of arrow, 
I<mg and light feathered, that went level to the mark. 

Page 293 (Act IL Scene i.) 

Bene, Well, I would von did like me. 

Marg. So would not I,” Sea. 

Tleck suggested that this conversation with Margaret H 
wrongly attributed to Benedick ; It bebngs to Baltharar, who, 
in foot, ends It. Mr Oyoe agrees ; and it is probable that, 
considering the nature of the scene, Shakspere would not have 
edottered Benedick, as in the text, by giving his conversation 
to any other than Beatrice. 

Page 300 (Act II. Scene iii.) 

Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, heats 
her heart, tears her hair, prays, cnrscs— ‘ 0 swe^ Benedick! 
Cod give me patience T”— Strange to hear of Beatrice cursing. 
T^ Perkltii folio, with evident propriety, propel “ erisiP* 
She ones ; ^*0 sweet Benedick 1” . 

Page 812 (Act HI. Scene ii.) 

“ If low, an agate very vilely cut.” 

♦•If low, an aglet very vtiely out,” has been suggested 
by Warbotton. Aglets were tags of those points nr tie* 
d^erly used in dress, and were often Um im^iges of 
fmld, sUVer, or brass, aocording to the means of the igearer. 
vemptm the speech w (Shmmlo in the ” Taming 6f the $hr«w*^ 
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(AM L Soane iL, pH* HO): «<QH» Ate gold mtoa^^ mi 
tmtf him to i pnppati or an i^otobtbp.*^ 

Pate lit (Aotm. Sow 1.) 

Oontettpt, lirewaHt and maidon prtde, adleat 
Ko gl^ ItfM IwMad ^ kiM ^ aiie^ 
la the Porklna fblio. yrt read, with doobtfOl adTantaga, ** hot 
in the lack of auoh/* Mr Singer anggaata, aa the nibble 
meaning of the authoxw*«Behuid the book of each ae art 
Qoadenmed for pride, aoom, and oontempt, their repotatioii 
aafltoa, their glory diee.’’ 

Page 814 (Act m. Soane ii.) 

**He hath twieo or thiioe cat Capld’a bowatrlng, aad ih* 
Uttk kangfMti dare not shoot at him/'— That Is to sar, the 
little rascaL Compare the speech of Laonoe in the ^*Two 
Qentlemen ofVerona" (Act IV. Beene It., page 66), aicorrectad 
in the Perkins folio : ** Ay, sir, the other sqairrm was ftolen 
foom me by a hangman in the market-plaoe.'* 

Page m (Act IV. Scene 1) 

«4 Out on the seeming!^— Both Uie qaarto and thefoUo itad, 
**OQtQa thee, seeming!'* 

Page 88} (Aet IV. Soene L) 

*' 0, she is (alien 

Into a idt of ink 1 that the wide tea 
Bath drops too fow to wash her clean againt 
And salt too UtOe, which may leasosi giro 
Tifherf(mlUiinU4JMi!** 

"To her sool-tainted flesh,” we And in the Perkins foUo— 
Mr Collier defonding the emendation by saying tiiat it means 
U^nUd fo the sotd/” Potting ail<& Mr OoUieet 
ludiorons interpretation, it is a reading worthy of eoniidera- 
ttoo, although there is no necessity to sdopt it " Her fool, 
tainted fleeb,” is the antltheds in its dooUsd epithet oC tha 
wccdi of Laertes (" Hamlet” Aet V. Soene L, page 888} t 
" Uy her rth' earth: 

And from her fair and nnpoUoted fliah 
May tloleta ^ring I” 

Page Ml (AMT. Soene L) 

•* And, * eerww wag * ery ; hem, when he ihonM groami^ , 
"And, eorraw wag 1— err hem, when he sboold jmtm** i 
bMta& "And— away wiu eorrowl—ery hem.” BtymOug 
MUyf wag it IditeM with ^ thnmgh the Qennis w^. 

VOL. IL X 
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Eafe S4S (Afi Y. Scene i.) 

** There w«« nerer yet philosopher 
That oonld endure the tooth>aoh patiently; 
Hower^: tibey have writ the style of goda. 
And made a jcmsh at chance and eofCeranoe.** 
AmA k the (dd epelUng of the lntei:}eotioai JPi$h / 






